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PREFACE. 



I have long wished for an opportunity, which Las now happily arrived, of laying 
before the musical public an edition of the Irish Melodies of Thomas Moore, in which 
the airs could be given in an accurate form as noted by such excellent antiquarians as 
Bunting and Petrie. I have been able, thanks to the authorities of the British Museum 
and more especially to the able help of Mr. Barclay Squire who presides over the 
musical section of its library, to examine also the rare collections of Burke Thumoth, 
Carolan, and Holden. To this last Moore undoubtedly was (after Bunting) the most 
indebted. 

While it is impossible to over-rate the value of much of Moore's work, both as contain- 
ing masterpieces of lyrical writing, and as being the first popular presentation of the 
Folk-songs of Ireland, it must be remembered that the age in which they were pub- 
lished was not one of the golden periods of British Music, and that accuracy of detail 
was scarcely to be expected at a time when knowledge of the subject was very 
limited. In any strictures which I have felt compelled to pass on the poet and his 
an-anger. Sir John Stevenson, this point must be kept in view, and it must be freely 
conceded that neither before nor since Moore's time has there been any Irish poet 
who so completely combined fineness of workmanship with spirit and pathos of ex- 
pression. 

As will be seen in the notes I have appended to the airs at the end of the 
volume, there is scarcely a melody which Moore left unaltered, and, as a necessary 
consequence, unspoilt. Whether he or his arranger was responsible for these corruptions 
is a matter which is lost to history; but as the name of the poet has the greater 
prominence in the original publication, I have laid to his door any blame which I am 
compelled to allot. Stevenson, a remarkable musician, who though resident all his life 
in Ireland was well read in foreign music, was much under the influence of the works 
of Haydn: and he seems to have imported into his arrangements a dim echo of the 
style of the great Austrian composer. He could scarcely have chosen a model more 
unsuited for the wildness and ruggedness of the music with which he had to deal. 
This probaLJy led to the alterations of scales and characteristic intervals (such as the 
flat seventh) which are the life and soul of Irish melodies. Some airs are, owing to 
long usage in the form in which they first were dressed, almost hopelessly spoilt: as 
an instance I may mention "The Last Rose of Summer" (The Groves of Blarney), the 
original of which is to be found in Holden's collection. Moore has assisted this trans- 
mogrification, by supplying words often beautiful in themselves, but quite out of keep- 
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ing with the style of the airs, such as sentimental poems for jig- tunes, dirges for 
agricultural airs, battlc-hyrans for reels. Such errors of judgment were incapable of 
alteration, save by a sacrifice of the words in a collection which was intended as a 
complete presentation both of the music and Moore's work: and I am bound to admit 
that in a few instances, such as "Let Erin remember" and **0h ye de.id", the melodies 
are so intrinsically fine and so vereatile in their adaptabilky to various sentiments, 
as to endure the change of character without loss of expressivcnops. 

Some few of the "Melodies** I have omitted, because they are not Irish at all. 
These are "Evelcen's Bower", "Believe me if all those endearing young charms", and 'Oh 
the Shamrock". I have also omitted "By that Lake" and *' Alone in crowds", because 
the airs assigned to them are identical with those of "0 breathe not his name" and 
**! wish I were by that dim lake". 

For the accompaniments I can only say that they are frankly modern. As the 
melodies themselves were seldom or ever imagined from any but a monophonic stand- 
point, polyphony must be an interloper, no matter what its style. Therefore I have 
adopted a free form, while preserving in all cases the scale of the melody; for my 
view is (and I admit that there are two sides to the question) that the more vivid and 
the more in accordance with the spirit of the present age they can be made, the 
better their chance of bringing the force of the melodies home to the listener. The 
airs are for all time, their dress must vary with the fashion of a fraction of time. 

For the rest I have only to express my thanks to the authorities of the British 
Museum, and to Mr. Joseph Robinson, the pioneer in the art of musicianly arrangement 
of the music of Ireland, who most kindly allowed me to use his admirable phrasing 
of the "Minstrel Boy" in this volume. I may conclude with a maxim as to the proper 
vooal rendering of the tunes, which is well-known to all born Irishmen; that the ten- 
dency is always to make a short panse (almost chorale-fashion) at the close of a 
line, and never to be ck) strict in tempo as to sacrifice the exigencies of breath or 
to spoil the point of a phrase. 

€. V. Stanford. 

London, November 1894 
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NOTES TO THE AIRS. 



1. «6o wlicrc glory waits thee". 

Moore*8 version is correct with the exception of the refrain. 

2. ** Remember the glories". 

The version given is Bunting's (!«»• Ed"); that given in the article "Trisb Music" in 
Grove's Dictionary of Music seems to be inaccurate. 

3. "Erin the tear". 

Moore's version is wholly wrong, and closely resembles "Robin Adair"; that given 
here is Bunting's (I**- Ed"). The bars omitted by Mooie are added with the words in 
italics. It is possible that "Robin Adair" is a simplified and shortened form, from tlic 
same source as "Aileen Aroon". 
5. "When he who adores thee**. 

Moore's version has many mistakes. 

7. ^'Tho* the last glimpse of Erin". 

This beautiful air has been mercilessly altered and spoilt by Moore. I have restored 
Bunting's version. 

8. «Fly not yet". 

This jig-tune is infinite in form. Moore's refrain (''O stay") is interpolated by him. 
The real ending (or rather return to the first phrase) will be found in the accompaniment. 

9. «0 think not my spirits". 

With some slight exceptions Moore's version is correct: but he repeats the first part 
of the Planxty instead of the second as given here. 

13. '^How dear to me the hour**; 

Moore has spoilt this tune by inserting wholly irrelevant accidentals, and altering the 
final cadence. The rhythm of this song is so peculiar as to suggest the possibility that 
the tempo has been carelessly noted. Mr. Joseph Robinson in his arrangement has altered 
the signature to V* time. As all the old authorities have given it in '/i time, I have 
followed them and the pauses I have inserted seem to make the lilt of the tune intelligible. 

14. "Take back the virgin page'. 

The version given here is Cardan's. 

15. "The Legacy". 

This is a jig-tune of which Moore has altered the character by supplying sentimental 
words: it is therefore impossible to restore its proper tempo, without sacrificing the poem. 

18. **Let Erin remember". 

This air as given by Banting is a quick dance tnne. Moore has altered it (by halving 
ihe speed) into a march, and, with the exception of one phrase unnecessarily sacrificed by 
him and here restored, it is impossible to deny that the melody has greatly gained in force 
and dignity by the alteration. 

19. ^'Silent Moyle". 

Moore destroyed the character of the tune and obliterated its scale by sharpening the 
seventh (G sharp for G natural). 
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20. "Come, send ronnd the wine". 

The second half of the air has been much altered by Moore, and the original florid 
passage will be found in the accompaniment. 

21. **Sublime was the warning'*. 

I have adopted Moore's version of this tune in preference to Carolan*s, which even if 
more authentic, is fiEur less suitable to the words. 

22. "Erin Oh Erin". 

There is scarcely a passage right in Moore*s version, and the repeat of the first phrase, 
which is characteristic of this form of air, has been omitted by him; nor is it possible 
to supply it without adding two lines to the poem. 

24. "Oh blame not the bard". 

Moore altered many notes and intervals. 

25. "While gazing on the moon'ri Iig;ht". 

I have been unable to find the original form of this air, and have left it as Moore 
transcribed it; although some of the chromatic passages seem foreign to the character of 
Irish Music, they are sufficiently pretty in themselves to atone for their own delinquencies. 

27. "Before the Battle". 

This extraordinary melody was arranged by Stevenson in the first Edition as a quartet. 
The range is wholly out of the compass of any one voice, and I have been compelled to 
raise the pitch by an octave in the eighth and ninth lines. The burden in the interlude is 
part of the melody. 

28. "After the Battle". 

Moore has altered this air from % ^ V^ time, and has inserted an impossible C sharp. 
The air is in O'Neil's collection quoted by Petrie in his unpublished tnanu&cripts. I have 
been unable to restore the tune completely without sacrificing the poem* 

29. "'Tis sweet to think". ^ 

30. '^The Irish peasant to his mistress". '« 

31. "On Music". ' 

I have been unable to find the original versions of these toneR. 

32. "It is not the tear". 

Moore spoilt the pathos of this air by omitting the D fiat in the l>t and 3rd. linos. 

35. "The Prince's day". 

The version given here is Bunting's, which agrees in most points with Carolan^s, but 
differs in many from Moore's. 

36. "Weep on". 

Moore has much altered the air, especially the seventh line. 

37. ^Lesbia hath a beaming eye". 

Holden gives a version of this air in the minor key, which has every appearance of 
being the genuine form; but it is unfortunately unsuited to the worda 

38. '^I saw thy form". 

A much more characteristic version of this air is to be found in Petne*s collection 
(p. 162) where it appears in '/« time, and in a less ornamental form. Unfortunately Moore's 
poem does not fit the music as there given. 

39. "She is far from the land". 

An air from Bunting's Ist collection, of which Moore left scarcely a note unaltered, 
omitting the flat seventh and vulgarizing the clo«ie. 
42. "What the bee is". 

Moore's version is a combination of two different forms of the atr, givren by Bunting 
in his second edition; I have restored the second version in its entirety. The most authentic 
form of the tune is probably that given by Petrie in % time, but this will not suit 
the poem. 
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43. "Love and the Novice", 

In spite of Bunting's authority (in the preface to his second edition) Moore has ftduj>ted 
the spurious form of this air in the minor key, besides making numerous alterations for 
tne worse in the melod}'. I have restored the form given by Bunting. 

46. "At the mid hour of night". 

The original of this lovely air is to be found in Holdcn's collection; Petrie noted an air called 
"Molly my jewel" which is undoubtedly another but far inferior version of the same tune. 

47. "Tis the last rose of summer". 

The melody of "the Groves of Blarney" is given by Holden. It has an "Ullogaun" or 
lament at the close which is singularly beautiful (see note to No. 113). The whole tune is 
much altered and spoilt by Moore, but it is so woll-known in its corrupt version that 
it is hopeless to restore it completely. I have however taken out the ridiculous cadenza, and 
the B natural, which destroy its simplicity. 

49. * The Minstrel Boy". 

Mr. Joseph Robinson has kindly allowed me to use his phrasing of this fine air, a 
vocal treatment which could not be improved upon. I have however eliminated the C sharp 
in the sixth line, which is foreign to the scale of the tune, and which is not to be found in 
CNeil's version of the air. It is a reel-tune, altered by Moore into a march (see No. 18). 

50. "The song of Brcffni". 

The version is Bunting's (Ist Ed^.). 

51. "Oh had we some bright little isle". 

This version is Petrie's. Moore's version is in the major and of a jig character, and 
as such is very unsuitable to the poem he wrote for it. 

52. "Farewell but whenever". 

I have been tmable to trace the original of this air. I doubt if it is Irish, but have 
110 evidence to the contrary. 

53. "Ob doubt me not". 

Moore has omitted the very characteristic A flat, the harmonization of which is ne- 
cessarily chromatic, in order to avoid barbarous chords which would be more out of cha- 
racter with the grace of the air. 

54. "You remember Ellen". 

I can find no original authority for this air. 

58. "No, not more welcome". 

The air called Luggelaw, which Petrie originally gave to Moore, is a wholly different 
melody from that so named in Petrie's M. S. S. 

59. "When first I met thee". 

I have been unable to find the original of this air. Moore's words are entirely onsuit- 
ed to its light and playful character. 

60. "While history's muse". 

A jig-tune pure and simple. 
62. '-Where is the slave". 

I have adopted Carolan's version. Both his and Bunting's differ from Moore's. The 
fragment of a Lament, which Moore introduced at the close, should be in ^ time. 
64. "Tis gone and for ever". 

The original is in Holden's collection. Moore ruthlessly altered notes and took out the 
finest phrase (beginning with the pause at the seventh line). 
67. "Dear Harp of my country". 

This is Holden's version. 
70, "As slow our ship". 

Chappell claims this as an English air; Bunting, whose version I have adopted, as an 
Irish one. Moore's ending in the minor is quite without authority of any sort. Bunting 
had the air from O'Neil the harpist. 



Digitized by 



Google 



to 

71. "When eold in the earth". 

I have adopted BaQting's version, as more reliable and more beautiful than Oaroian*s. 
Afooro^s version is wholly different from both and is probably his own. The poem cannot be 
said to be a successful setting to the music, and the last verse is especially poor I'rom a 
rhythmical stand-point. 

73. "Whene'er I see". 
The version is Holden's. 

74. If thou'lt be mine". 

The turn used in the accompaniment is part of the melody and precedes the last note; 
as it is difficult to vocalise I have transferred it to the pianoforte. 
88. "Drink of this cup". 

Bunting's version of this jig-tune. Neither Moore's version nor Bunting's is really 
adapted for vocal purposes; it is an instrumental dance. 

85. "Oh ye dead". 

A singular proof of Moore's superficial smattering of Irish folk-songs. The melody is 
a lively agricultural tune, probably whistled by a plough-man. To this Moore has written 
a dirge, altering the whole character of the air. Apart from this curious blunder, he has 
ruthlessly altered both notes and rhythm, of which the irregularity was the main charm: 
treating them indeed after the fashion of Procrustes. These vandalisms I have been able to 
expunge and to restore the original as it stands in the collection of the younger Garolan. 

86. "O'Donohue'8 mistress". 

There are very few notes right in Moore's version. The original air is out of the range 
of any but an exceptional voice, and I have altered the pitch by an octave in two passages. 
The air belongs to the same type as No. 27. 

90. "Shall the harp". 

Moore has written so many verses to this air, that I have printed the greater number 
at the foot, leaving the choice to tlie singer. 

91. 'Oh the sight". 

I^oore has much altered this fine air. I have restored it completely, but it is optional 
tor the singer to alter the pitch in the last phrase by an octave. 

92. "Sweet Innisfallcn". 

See Note to No. 90. 

93. "Twas one of those dreams**. 

See Note to No. 90. 

94. "Fairest, put on awhile". 

Moore has scarcely a right note in his version. See Note to No. 90. 

96. "And doth not a meetng'*. 

A jig-tune, transformed into a sentimental air. It has a strong family likeness to a 
tune in my volmne of "Irish Songs and Ballads" named |,The Kilkenny Cats". See Note 
to No. 90. 

97. "The mountain sprite". 

A somewhat tame air, of which I cannot trace the origin. 

98. "As vanquished Erin". 

I have adopted the far finer version of this air given by Dr. Francis Robinson in the 
appendix of his pianoforte arrangement of Moore's Melodies. 

99. '-Desmond's Song". 

I cannot trace the origin of this or the following air (No. 100). 
101. "I wish I was by that dim lake". 

9 Another version of this air, and a very beautiful one, has been arranged by Mr. Joseph 
Jiobinson under the title of "I wish I were on yonder hill". The words he has used are 
more suitable to the melody than Moore's, but I cannot find authority for his more varied 
version of the melody. 
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102. "She 8un^ of Love**. 

Moore has, for a wonder, preserved the characteristic flat seventh in the scale of this 
tune; hat he (or his arranger) has compensated for this unusual accuracy by altering the 
key to the subdominant, which produces a most ridiculous effect. The air is in the "narra- 
tive" form. 
104. ''Tho' humble the banquet". 

I cannot trace the origin of this or the following air (No. 105). 

106. ''Song of the Battle Eve". 

I have adopted the second version of this magnificent air given by Dr. Francis Kobinson, 
which is nearly identical with that in Holden^s collection,, though in a few points superior 
to it. Moore^s is much poorer, and he has wholly altered the close, ending the melody 
in the relative major! 

107. ''The wandering Bard". 

This jig-tune is so unsuited for vocal purposes that I have been obliged to transfer 
some of the melody to the accompaniment, and to simplify the voice part. 
110. "The night dance". 

A jig- tune of ^Hnfinite" form. The version given is Holden's. The intervening sym- 
phony contains part of the melody. 
113 "Lay his sword by his side". 

Moore's version of this magnificent air is nearly correct. I have inserted after the pause 
in the sixth line a very fine lament (Ullogaun or Gaoine) which is printed in Holden's 
collection at the end ot the Groves of Blarney. It seems appropriate in this plaoa. 
106. "The dream of those days". 

Holden's version is given here. See note to No. 102. 

117. "From this hour". 

I have adopted Petrie's version of this air, which is much more characteristic and beauti- 
ful than Moore's (given by Holden) and more likely to be authentic. 

118. "Silence is in our festal halls". 

This was a tribute from Moore to the memory of Sir John Stevenson. 
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GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE. 

AIR. MAID OF THE VALLEY. 



Andante molto moderato 



VOICE. 
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But,\iiiile fame ela-tes thee, OhI still re -member me. When the praise thov meetest 




To thine ear is sweetest, Oh! then re-member me. 



0-ther arms may press thee, 
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Dear- er friends car-ess thee. All. the joys that bless thee Sweet -er far ma 




a tempo 



cresc. 



pprit 




But when friends are uear-est, And when joys are dear-est, Oh! then re-member me. 
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eve thou rov- est By tne star thou la 



2. When, at eve thou rov- est By tfie star thou lov- est 

3. When, a-ronnd thee dy-ing, An-ttinm leaves are ly-ing 
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Oh! then., re-member me, 
Oh! then— re-member me. 



Think, when home re- tnrn-iog, Bright Wve seen it bttm^ing. 
And, at night, when gazing On the gay hearttiblaz-ing, 




Oh! tlius— re-mera-ber me. Oft as summer clos-es, WTien thine eye re- po-ses, 

OhI still re-mem-ber me. Then should mu -sic, stealing". All the soul of feel- ing, 
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On its ling -ring lu-ses, Once so loved by thee. Think of her who wove th^m, 
To thy heart ap-peal-in& Draw one tear from thee, Then let mem'-ry bring thee 
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Her who made thee love them, OhI then, remember me. 
Strains I used to sing thee,. Oh! then- remember me. 
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REMEMBER THE GLORIES OF BRIEN THE BRAVE. '' 

AIR. MOLLY Ml' ALPIN. 
Tempo di marcia. 
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Bri-en the brave, Tho' the days of the he - ro are o'erj Tho' lost to Mo-no-nia, and 

beWistfd the tint of thy fields, and thy mountains so fair, Did she ev-er in-tend that a 




cold in the ^rave, He re -turns to Kiu-ko-ra no more. That star of the 
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of - tenhathpourd Its beam on the bat -tie hath set; But e - noutrh oi thefi:lo-ry re - 



of - tenhathpourd Its beam on the bat -tie hath set; But e - nough oi theglo-ry re • 
ne-ver re-sign, Go, tell our in- va-ders the Danes, That 'tis swee-ter to bleed for an 



^'h JJJ 



} L/ r -tP 



I 



m 



i^ 



=y=^ 



jE3 



iirv 



S 



f- tit 



#=g ^ 



i 



^ 



i=a 



zn 



■9—^ 9—f 



i*iji i"r W jym 



r— fr 



# ' g» 



mains on each sword, -To li/^ht tis to vie- to -ry yet. 

age at thy shrine. Than to sleep but a moment in chains. 
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8. For -get not our wounded com-pa-nions, who stood[ In the day of distress by our 
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ERIN! THE TEAR AND THE SMILE IN THINE! EYES. 

AIR. AILEEN AflOON. 
Larghetto 

PIANO. 
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E - rin the tear and the smile in thine eyes 
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E - rin> thy si - lent tear ne-ver shall cease, E - rin, thy lao - guid smile 
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OH! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME. 

AIR. THE BROWN MAID. 
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WHEN HE. WHO ADORES THEE. 

AIR. THE FOX'S SLEEP. 

Andante. »/^.— 
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1. When he, who a-dores thee, has 

2. With thee were th * reams of my 
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left but the name Of his fault andhis sor-rowsbe-hind, OhI say wilt thou weep,when tluy 
ear- li- est love; Ev-ry thought of my rea-son was thine; In my last hum-ble prayer to the 
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dark-en the fame Of a life that for thee was re-sigrfd? Yes, weep, and howev - er my 
Spi-rit a -hove, Thy name shall be ming-led, with mine. Oh! blest are the lov-ers and 
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friends who shall live The days of thy glo - ry to see; But the next dearest blessing that 




guil-ty to them, I have been but too faith-ful to thee. 
Hea-ven can give Is the pride of thus dy - ing for thee. 
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THE HARP THAT ONCE THRO' TARA'S HALLS. 



AIR. MOLLY MY TREASURE. 
Moderate assai. 
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THOUGH THE LAST GLIMPSE OF ERIN. 

AIR. THE COULIN. 
Andante quasi Larghetto. 



11 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



^^ 



1* . r 



4 



m 






<?j-»tt jt 



ntp\ 



^ 



i 



Tho' the 



^ 



<//«., 

«= 



f tfM 



i 



^^ 



sfe 



r ^£tf i r r c^ i r r ^ clg 



last glimpse of £ - rin with___ sor - row I. 



see, Yet wher . 



jj .1 



^ 



i 



g i liJ 



(ri'»)( if^t 



m 



m 



?BS 



^ 



^ 




i 



^ 



■ ■ 



ij? \ 00(j^ ^ 



eyes 



make my cli - mate wher - ev - er -^-5^ roam. 



^m 



^ 



^^ 




T 



t!'»ii r rj 



J J ra 



T^ 



^r^- 



"opyrl^ht 1695 by Boosey JH 09 



Digitized by 



Google 



li 



f V 






u- i f r rr 



ii 
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FLY NOT YET. 

AIR. PLANXTY KELLY. 



PIANO. 
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1. Fly not yet, 'tis jast the hour, When plea - sore, like the 

2. Fly not yet, the fount that playVi In times 4H old thro' 
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hours of shade That beau-^ty and the moon were made; 'Tis then , their soft at - 
heart and looks At noon be cold as win - ter brooks, llor kin - die till the 
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Oh! stay,- OhI stay. Joy so sel - dom weaves a chain Like 

Oh! stay,- OhI stay. When did morn - ing ev - er break. And 




this to-night, that OhI 'tis pain To 
find such beam - ing eyes a - wake As 



break its links so 
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O THINK NOT MY SPIRITS. 

AIR. JOHN O'REILLY THE ACTIVE. 

Allegretto. 
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2. thread of our life would be dark, Heaven knows! If it were not with friend-ahip atid 
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seem to you . nowj Nor ex - pect that the heart-beaming smile of to-night Will re - 
love in - ter- twined; And I care not how soon I may sink to re -pose, When those 
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turn with to - mor-row to brigh-ten my brow. No, Kfe is. a waste of 
bles-sings shall cease to be dear to my mind. But they who have loved the 
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wea-ri-sorae hours Which sel-dom the rose of en - joy - ment a-dorns; And the 
fond -est, the pur-est, Too of - ten have wept cfer the dream they be- lieved; And the 
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heart that is soon -est a - wake^ to the flow.ers, Is al-ways the first to he 
heart that has slum-her'd in friend-ship se - cu-rest Is hap-py in - deed, if 'twas 
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p:ild with a smile, And the smile that com- pas - sion can turn to a tear, 
lu -mine our youth, And the moon-light of friend -ship con - sole our de-cline. 
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RICH AND RARE WERE THE GEMS SHE WORE. 

AIR. THE SUMMER IS COMING. 
Andante. /?^/ 
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knight! I feel not the least a - larm, No son of E - rin will 




i 



cresc. 
^ — -A — r--T -r»r- 



^^ 



»' ^ 



d d I J-r -d—^ 



of - fer me harm:. For though they love wo- man and gol - den store, Sir 




i 



cresc. 



O i J I i J^^ ^ 



t m m 



knight! they love ho - nour and vir - tue more. For though they love 



<^ J i 



m 



m 



^ 



^ 



J J i 



trji p r t 



zzr: 




I J . J J I r- ^ ^ 



^ 



^^ 



WO - man and gol 



den store, Sir knight! they love ho - nour and 



iTi J u i ^ TT j j^ ^ 



m 



^ 



LIT r 



m 



i 



5^ 



m 



p 



«-^ 



i 



^ ' 



T 



* 



r\ MF 



^m 



pL ^ 



vir- -tue more'/' 



C\ 



dn she 



^^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



m 



i 



-r r r 



j»i» 



l ^=^fc^ 



^ 



i 



^ 



^ 



•p I* 



c/ 



Digitized by 



Google 



zl 



¥ 



g> p 



m 



went, and ber mai - den smile. 



t 



m 



m 



m 



In safe - ty light- ed her 



^ 



p 



S 




^ 



-r 



^sL^UrL 



^^ 



i 



i 



i 



P 



2==¥ 



^ 



5^ 



round the Green Islev- 



^ 



-^ 



and blest for e - ver is 






^^ 



^»^ 



^ 



^ 



f 






^ 



r I* 



^ 




she who re - lied up-on E- - rirfs ho-nonr and E- - rin*8 



i^B 



^^ 




^ 



^^ 



£Crr? 



i^^ 



i 



^ 



f=^ 



J i r FT 



^ 



i ^J 



t * 



J 1 ^ I g^ « 



pride. And blest for e - ver is she who re - lied np-on 



i^^ 



i 



^ 



m 



# 



MLTnUu-nT^U i TT ^"? Ki fir? 



tii-^ \^ 




Digitized by 



Google 



ftZ 



VOICE. rfi!> i I* 



PIANO. 



^ 



As a beam o er the lace of* the waters. 

AIR. THE YOUNG MAN'S DREAM. 
Andante. 
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1. As a beam oer the 

2. One fa - - tal re 
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dark - ness and cold - ness be - low, 
like o'er our joys _^ and our woes, 
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THE MEETING OF THE WATERS. 

AIR. THE OLD HEAD OF DENNIS. 
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PIANO. 
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not in the wide world a 

Was not that Na - ture had 

friends « the be - loved ot my 



varl - ley so sweet As that 

shed o'er the scene Her 

bo - som, were near. Who — 
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that we love. 
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HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR. 

AIR. THE TWISTINO OF THE ROPE. 
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then s'lK.-eet dreams of oth - er- 
lon^ to tread that ^ohl-ea. 



days, 
path . 



a -rise. And mem'- ry breathes her ves - per . 
of rays. And think 'twould lead to some bright 
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TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE. 

WRITTEN ON RETURNING A BLANK BOOK. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



Allegretto 



iST 



1. Take 1t>ack the 

2. Yet let me 
8. Hap - ly, when 
4. And as^ o'er 
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woe: 
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vir - 
keep 
from 
o - 



gin page, White and un - - writ - - ten still; 

-the book; Oft shall my heart re • new, 

those eyes Far, far a - - way I roam, 

cean fain Sea - men their re - - cords keep, 
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Some hand, more calm and sage, 

When on its leaves I look. 

Should calm - er thoughts a - rise 

Led by some hid - - den star 



The leaf must. 

Dear — ^thonght^ of 

Towards you and _ 

Through the cold« 
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Pure 
Like 
Wor 
Tell 



as evn you require; 

you, too bright and fair 

thy those eyes to meet, 

thro' what storms I stray- 



But, ohl each word 

To let wild pas - 

Thoughts that not burn. 

You still the un 
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sion write 
but shine, 
seen light, 
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Love turns to fire . 

One wrong wish there . 

Pure, calm and sweet. 

Guid-iug, my way. 
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THE LEGACY. 

AIR. THE BARD'S LEGACY. 
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2. When the light of my 
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song is o'er, Then 

now o*er - flowing. To 



bear uiy heart to my 
take my harp to your 
grace your ie-vel,when 



mis - treshdear; 
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Vm at- rest; 
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Tell her it lived up - on smile.s and vine Of the bright - est hue,while it 
Hang it up at that friend - ly door, Where wea « ry tra - vel - lers 

Ne-ver, oh! ne - ver its balm be - stowing On lips that b^au-ty hath 
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Bid her not shed ooe 
Then if some bard, who 
But when some warm de 
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tear of sor-row To 
roams for- sa-ken> Re • 
vo - ted lov - er To 
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sul - Iv a heart so brilliant and lij^ht; But bal - my drops of the 
vive its soft note in passing a - long, Oh! l^t onethoughtof its 

'her he adores shall bathe its brim. Then, then my spi . rit a - 
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red grape b or -row. To 
mas - ter wa . ken Your 
round shall ho -ver. And 



bathe the relic from morn to night. 

warm - est smile for the child of song. 

hal-low each drop that foams for him. 
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VOICE. 



PIANO/ 



HOW OFT HAS THE BENSHEE CRIED 

AIR. THE DEAR BLACK MAID, 
Larghetto. mf 
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Benshee cried! 
gloomy days. 



How oft has 

Star— after 



death untied Bright 
star decays, For 



links that 

ev^- ry bright 



Glo-rywove, Sweet bonds en - twined by. 

namethat shed Light o'er the land is « 
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man - lysoul that sleepeth; Rest to each. 

tear of him who mourneth Lost joy, or 



faith -ful eye that weepeth; 
hope that ne'er re - turneth ; 




Long may the— fair and brave Sigh o'er 

But bright-ly flows the t^^ar, Wept o'er 



the — he - ro's grave, 
a he - ro's bier. 




rnpyri^ht 1S»5 by Buosey & C9 



Digitized by 



vjoogle 




t 



beacon lif^hts. 



Thou. of the hum - dred fights ! Thmi. 



^ 



1 11 * * 1 I i I { J ^ 



i 1 il 1|/ 



^m 



^ 



:!.. 



I 



{ ■■ 'T ■■^'! 



=■1=^ 



I- r" gf i ''c' ir n 



r\ r\ 



^ ^n^ 



Thou, on whose burn -ing tongue Truth, pt^ace, and free - dont^ hung! 

Atf = f^- — K »^— . — »^^ =^ ^ ff^, 




Tempo I. 



j^"i rjrjij', j;j^ J' l r^■^J^l^ j; 



N f h ^ 



Both mute— but long as Valour shiueth, Or Mersey's soul at war re -pin eth^ 




So long shall E - rins pride 
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Tell how_ they lived and died! 
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PIANO, 



WE MAY ROAM THRO' THIS WORLD. 

AIR. GARRYOWEN. 

Allegro assai. 
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roamthrG?thiswqj:ld,like a child at a feast, Who but sips of a sweet and then 

England, the gar -den of Beau- ty is liept By a dragon of pru-de-ry 

France,when the heart of a wo- mansetssail On the ocean of wedlock its 
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flies to the rest} And when pleasure begins to grow dull in the east. We niay 
placed within call. But so oft this un - a - mia-ble drag- on has slept. That the 
for - tune to' try, Love seldom goes far in a ves- sel so frail, But just 
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orderourwings,andbe off tothewest; But if hearts that feel and eyes thatsmile,AFethe 
garden's but care -lessly watch'd after all . Oh! they want the wild sweet brie - ry fence, Which 
pilots her off, andthenbidshergoodbyeWhile the daughters of E - rin keep the boy E-ver 
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dear - est gifts that heaven supplies. We neverneed leave our own green isle. For 

round theflowVs of E - rindwellsjWhich warms tlietouch,whilewinning the sense, Nor 
smiling beside his faith - ful oar, Through ' billows of woe, and beams ,of joy, The 
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sensitive hearts, and for sunbrighteyes.Thenremember,whereveryour goblet iscTOwtfd/Thrrftliis 
charms us least, when it most repels. Then remember, wh'erever your goblet iscrown'd,Tlirrfthis 
same as he looked when he left the shoreThenremember,wherever your goblet is rrown'd,Thro this 
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worldywhethe'f' eastward or 
world,whether eastward or 
world^wh^ther eastward or 



west - waniyouroam,When a 
west - wardyouroam,When a 
west - ward you roam,When a 



cup to the smile of dear 
cup to the smile of dear 
cup to the^mile of dear 




woQiai|goe8round,0h!re^memberthesmilewhich adorns her at home. 
womangoesround,Oh!re-member thesmilewhich adorns her at home. 
Womangoesround,Oh!re.member the smile which adorns her at home. 
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LET ERIN REMEMBER THE DAYS OF OLD. 

AIR. THE LITTLE RED FOX. 
A Alia marcia. 
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dan - - ger^ Ere the em'rald gem of the v.'o«;tern world Was 
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THE SONG OF FIONNUALA. 

(AIR. ARRAH, MY DEAR EVELEEN.) 

A L argil etto con moto. 
VOICE, Ifk » 



PIANO 



89 




chain of repose j While, mtir - muring mournful -ly, Lir's lonely daughi 



;er 




Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. 



When shall the swan, her 
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lifr n I r 

death -note singing; 



Sleep, with wings in .dark- ness furl'd? 




When willHeav'n, its sweet bell ring - ing^ Call my spirit from this 



^^m 




r\p 



P 



ly, Oh Moyle, to thj 




win-ter-wave weeping, Fate bids me languish long a - ges away, Yet 




rn 
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still doth the pure 4ight its dawn ing delay. 




m 



cresc. 



ere /r i J. Jf E 



f 



Whenwillthatday - star ^ mild - ly springing, Warm our isle with. 




^Tl^<.f1^^^ 



^ 



^ 



peace and love? 



When 



will Heav'n, 




<giir77pifr"p ! 



t 



ralL 
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tJ^-;^^^ 
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fc^^ig 
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sweet bell ringing, 



Call my spirit to the fields a bove? 
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VOICE. 



COME, SEND ROUND THE WINE. 

(AIR. WE BROUGHT THE SUMMER WITH US J 
Allegro. ^ ^ 



PIANO. 




n I i^ 



m 



r I r' c r I' j 

leave points of be - lief To 



T 



m 



send round the wine and leave points of be - lief To 

ask the brave sol - dier, who fights by my side In the 



J J i n I 1 1 t J I 



^m^ 



i 



r ff r 



f'r g r r c r I r r 



^ 



sim - pie -ton sa - ges, and reas' . 

cause of man - kind^ if our creeds 



Et 



ning fools; 
a - g^ee? 



w=^ 



r^ j^"* ^-^ ^ 



i 



^ 



This 
Shall I 



^L_E^r 
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l ly f 



m 



r ^ g I r; M r 



^ fc 



mo - mentis a flower 
give up the friend 



F' n ' ^ 



too ' fair and too brief, To be 

I have va - lued and tried, If he 



i 



I 



iU f E f i 



P 



^ 



* 



^ 



g 



^ 



withered and stain'd by the 
kneel not be - fore the same 



dust of the schools. Your 

al - tar with me? From the 



m 



W^zl^^' I J y j J rJ i 



&^ 



i' 1 J 



m 



p 



^p 



^ 
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glass may be pur - pie, and 
he - re - tic girl of my 



mine may be 
soul should I 



blue, 

fly, 



[ [tr);t,l, f t ^ 



But 
To_ 




M 



m 



? 



i U f "r L^ 



s 



^ 



fool who, would quarrel for 

pe - rish the hearts, and the 



difr - rence of hue, 
laws that try 



,u J j J J J rj J J J ) 



J J i J „J 



De . 
Truth, 



^^ 
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f=^ 



dm. 



^^ 



r r r 
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^m 
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thev sh< 



serves not the com - fort they shed o'er the soul, 

va - lour, or love, by-. a stan - dard like this I 
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SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING. 

(AIR. THE BLACK JOKE.) 
Alle|5retto vivace. 



VOICE. 



PIANO 




* 



was the warning that Li - ber-ty spoke, Ana irrand was the moment whe 



lime was the warning that Li - b'er - ty spoke, 'AncT grand was the moment when 

fame of our fathers be-queathed with their right8,Give to coun - try its charm, and to 

Blakesand 0' Donnels^whose fa - thersresign'd Thegreen hills of thc*ir youth amonjc, 

prosper the cause! oh, it can not bat thrive While the pulse of one pa-tri-ot* 




1^1^ g ;. j» I ur^ t J-- J ^ I ^ ^ 



Spaniards a -woke In - to life and revenge from the con- quer-ork chain, 

home its delights, If de . ceit be a wound, and sus -pi- cion a stain^ 

strangers to find That re - pose which at home they had sijgh'd for in vain, 

heart is a - live, Its de - vo - tion to feel and its rights to maintain . 




E I c g F r ^ 



=^=F 



H ' g '' ^ ^ ^ 

'Till "^ T.t_^AT-_ ivl !«♦ fin 



«' r c 



'Oh,'' Li-ber- ty! let not this spi-rit have rest, 

Then, ye men of I -be-ria, our cause is thesame^ 

Join, join in our hopethat the flame which you light, 

Then,how saint-ed by sor-row its martyrs will die! 



TiU it 
And 

Maybe 
The 



i - ■' pZjTrn rn 



g r c 
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move,like abreeze, o'er the waves-of the west, Give the fight of your look to each 
oh! may his tomb want a tear and a name, Who would ask for a no - bier, a 
felt yet in E - rin, as calm and as bright, And for - give e ven Al - bionwliile 
fin-ger of Glo - ry shallpoint where they lie j Wliile far from the foot - step of 



m 




W QJ 



w=^ 



T 



iSl^Q >! T I 



r Mr g 



'^- i^^ n^ni i ^ii/i^? i I 



sor - rowing? spot, Nor, oh, be the Sham -rock of E-rin for -got, While you 

ho- li - er death, Than to turn his last sigh in - to vie- to -ryfe breath. For the 

blush- ing she drtaws Like a tru-ant, her sword in the long slighted cause Of the 

CO - ward or slave, The young spi-rit of Free -dom shall shelt-er their grave Beneath 




i J*, f 



m 



add to your gar - land the 
Sham- rock of E - rin and 
Sham - rock of E - rin and 
Sham - rock of E -' rin and 



0-live of Spain! 

0-live of Spain! 

O - live of Spain! 

O - live of Spain! 
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ERIN, OH ERIN. 

(AIR^I Ail ASLEEP AND DON'T WAKEN ME.) 



Andante 



VOICE 



PIANO 




dare'd bo 
thou art . 



fane, 
young-, 



And burn'd tbro' lonj^ 

Tby sun is but 




jl. J r C^ ^ 



^m 



^ 



oa 



ag - es of dark 

ri - sing, when oth 



ness and storm, 

ers are set; 



Is tbd 
And tho' 
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bond- age; thy spi - rit ap . pears 
out when the proudest shall fade. 
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[$ 
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3. Un 



by the rain, and nn . 



^ 
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r 



f- 



r^ 



^ 
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waked by. 



the. 



^^ 



wind, The 



ly lies 



^ 



r i V J r ^ 



'S 
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vresc. 



^m 
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sleep ing thro win - ters cold . 



hour^ 



Till_ 



J* 1' / 1' jg 






PTf 
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spring's 



ligbt. 



touch 



her— fet - t^rs un 



f iJ ^ ^ 
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rat 
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bless the young flower. 



Thus E - rin, oh 



<"U''j1^jJ | V ^ 



« 



t'H J f ^ 



i-T^^ r 
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ra//. 
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thro' it shall bios - som at last. 
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DRINK TO HER. 

(AIR. HEIGHO! MY JACKY.) 



Allegretto. 



VOICE 



PIANO. 




g^it-jj J J r I J'^ J' ^ j'«jiJ. J J J Jf 



1. I>rink to hfr who long* Hath waked the po-efa Mfg^hj The g^irl, who gave to song^^liat 
Beau -ty'.s door ofj^lasaWhen WealthandWit ouce stood, They asldl her, whi<iiinif?htiKtss? She 



^ 



i 



m 



^^ 



i 



m 



^ 



^ 



i 



1 



p 



g JlJJj^g I g't C F C J | g" g t g C g 



gold could nev-er buy. Oh! wom«inV hoart was made For minstrel hands a - lojiei By 
aus -wer'd/'he who could!' With gol-den keyWealththong^To pass -buftwould not do: While 




>' f g F f F J I f ^ J J J j . h I J. J J J J r ^ 



o - ther fingers playld, It yields not half the tone. Then hereV* to her who long Hath 
Wit a diamond brought,WTiich put his bright way thro'. So here's to her who long Hath 




j ^ J! J J' J ; J I J. J J J J f I g n J J J ^ 



waked the po-efs sigh, The girl who gave to song What gold could nev-er bay. 
waked the p6-et\» sigh, The girl who gave to soi^gWTiat gold could nev-er buy. 
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pocopiu lento 




i np^ 



8. The love that seeks a homeWhere 




m 



I; 



WT 



1. ■ ■ I 



^rtrfj 



P 



colla voce 



^ 



r 



zn 



a tempo 

15^ 



^ J! Jj'j ;iij.i r J' r r J r i f.n J J j/e 



wealthandgrandeurshines, Is like the gloomy Joiome,That dwells in dark gold mines. But 



^ 



1*^ 



«•/ 



:« /("//((WO 



-«2 



r^ 



1^ c e c F c J I c g g g c ^ g I g' g g F c J 



oh! the po - e6* love Can boast a brigh-ter sphere; Its na -tive hom^s a - bove, Tho' 
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^^ 
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f p sfacv 



lU nrr 



N I h 



K h 



Ti I r r [ I I 



s ' .»> 



wo . man keeps it hcre.Then drink to her who lon^ Hath waked the po . et's si^h, The 



f J J j jjjlJ^ TnTifn ^n\ 
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p r F r 
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r r f r r 



$ 



K h 



g i g < 



n\ I I I 



/T\ 



^ 



tiny. 



girl, who gave to song What gold could nev - er 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. 



OHI BLAME NOT THE BARD. 

(AIR. KITTY TYRREL.) 
Audante cou moto. tn£_ 




m 



m 



^ 



{J flOD Q i 



^ 



blame not the bard, if he fly to the bowers, Where Plea-siire lies, 

las for his coun - try!-Her pride has gone by, And that spi - rit is 

blame not the bard, if in plea-sure^ soft dream. He should try to for 




m 



^jj i J O ' J i ^ ' ^ 



cresc\ 



care - less - ly smil - inp^ at 
bro - ken,which nev - er would 
get, what he nev - er can 



Fame, He Was born for much more, an<i in 
bend; OVr the ru - in her child - ren in 
heal,' Oh! give but a hope— let a 



m 



i » 



^^ 



^ 




^ 



f 



f 



r 



I ergs 



cy h iiTTp 



cresc. 



p 



TT-a- 



^•1' J r r I [ 



m 



tjvo^^ J 



s 



hap - pier hours His 

secret must sigh. For 'tis 
vista but gleam Thro' the 



soul might have burii'dwith a ho - li . er 

trea-son to love her, and death to de- 
gloom of his coun -try, and mark how he^ll 



I' I J I 



f 



i 



f) f\ r- 



^ 



^^^m 



ths^jTrTr 



r 



i 



m 



^m 



Copyright 1895 by Boosey & C9 



Digitized by 



Google 



53 




flame. The striui^:, thi3,t now 

fend. Un- -prized are her 

feel! That fn - slant, his 



Ian - ^ish-eft. loose oVr the 

sons, till they've learned to be - 

heart at her shrine would lay 





lyre, 
tray; 
down 



Mi^ht hav« bent 
Un - dis - tin - 
Ev'-ry pas. 



a proud 
g-uish'dthey 
sion it 



$ 



^ 



i 



bow to tho war - 

live, if they shame 

nursed, ev' - ry bliss 



rior's 
not their 
it a - 



i 



m 



m 



-; 2-^ I* {g i : 



^E 
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rr 



TTT 



<& A r r f 



I 



^m 



m 



'fi^ 



$ 



JS. 



\ r- ^ ■^ 



i 



B 



^ 



^^ 



dart; And the lip, wlii(;h now breathes but the 

sires; And the torch, that would li^ht them thro' 

dored; While the myr - tie, now id - ly en - 



son^ of de - 

dig- - - ni - ty's 
twined with his 



^'''1 1^1 I 



m 



m 






^ 



f 



atrt 



i 



m 



i i s} 



^''I'T gMC/^^QUj 



sire, Might have pour'd the full 
way, Must be cau/<htfrom the 
crown, Like the wreath of Har- 



tide of a 
pile where their 
- mo.dius, should 



pa - triot's heart, 
country ex - pires. 
cover his sword. 
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PP P^^^ i^nfo 




^a tempo 




^one, and tho' hope fade a- -way, Thy uame, lo - vcmI E - rin, shall 



^^ 



^ 



^ 



^H 
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/// 



CJ^h. r I* 1^ 



JJ^J JJ 
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^i.J^jj l j J:^ljiJ l J 



live In hi'' songs; Not evVi in the hour, when his h<*art is most 



>''!■ J J J 



^ 



JJLlTi'iIi i^r 



^ 



r r 



r * 
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^ 



p 



^ 



^ 
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ffay, Will he lose the re - mem-brance of thee" ami thy wronfcs. The 

lis: 
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stran - got shall hear thy la . ment on his , plains; The 



$ 



dc 



J'"' J 



8 1 P hf 



f igi ^f 



^^ 



m 



atpeggtoiido 



H' l[ [ 



^ 



[ f f 



C-'^-tf 



^ p ^p 1 
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r CfQi J Oqij nV'Ji j J'j'I 



sii^h of thy harp shall be sent o'er .the dee^. Till thy 



^''i-J-'^ J 



^m 



5 * } 



^^ 





ffio/fo e dm 

IF, ,^. 




pause at the song^ of thpir cap - tive, ami weep!- 
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WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON'S LIGHT. 

(AIR. OONAGH.) 
Allegretto piacevole. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



^ ^ « ^ II' 




i > I* *i r 



J' I J ;j 



1. Whiit* .^az -'in^ ou tho moon^s li/^rht, A mo - mciit from her 

2. The day had sunk in dim showers, But mid-ni^ht now, with 




s 



J J i J J 



m 



m 



smile r turrfd, To look at orbs, that more bright, In lone and dis - tant 
luR - tre meek, II - lumined all the pale flowers, Like hope up- on a 




;// 



^m 



^ 



aM= 



^ 



s 



^ 



^ 



/a^lo- -rybUru'd. But, too far Each proud star. For .me to feel its 

mour - ner^oheek. I said (while The mooii^s smile Play'd o'er the stream in 
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m 



^c J - f i f ^ 



£ 



w 



:k 



F=S 



war - mingflame;MarJi more dear That mild sphere, Which near oar pla net 
dimp . ling bliss^ The moon looks On man - y brooks, The brook can see no 




S 



^Pp 



^m 



=-sg^/ 



I 



1 



p 



smil - in^came; Thus, Ma-ry, be but tlxou my own; While bright - er eyes un - 
moon but .this; And thus, I thought, our for- tunes run, For many a lov - er 



^^>.rT„j ni3 



^M 



=131 



m 



^ 



r=f 



■0^ 



rt 



-Wr- 



m 



^ 



^m 



P 



m 



p: r c 



i 



^ 



^ 



^^^ 



r«//. 



^^ 



^^ 



heed - ed play. I'll love those moon-light looks a- looe, That bless my hoqie and 
looks to thee, While oh! I feel there is but -one. One Ma - ry in the 



4^ P^ ^m 



m » c 
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J J ^ J*1 
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i5P 
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=»2I 



^rr=t 
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guide my way. 
world for me. 
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ILL OMENS. 

(AIR. KITTY OF COLERAINE.) 
Allegretto vivace. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 




i 



jit 



JJ J- J J I J J F E g F 



* 1 r 



1. When 



^ 



day. light was yet sleep -ing- un-der the bil.iow, And 

2. As she luQkM in the glass^which a wo. man n«Vr mis-ses, Nor 

8. While she stole thro' the g«'ir - den^where heart^t ease was gro^kng, She 

N 



J^ O.J J 



J '' J 3 ^ ^ 



^ 



m 



^ 



I - " r r r 



F t C C t ^ 



g- JJJJJ I g j^ 



K fr K 






I i j i 



g ■ 



r 



stars in the heavens still lin - ger-ing shone, Youu^ Kit - ty, all blush-iug, rose 

ev - erwiints time for a sly glance or two, A but - tor - fly, fresh from the 

cuirdsume,andkiss\loff its night-f al - len dew; And a rose further on looked so 






f 



^"RF 



f 



1 1 



s 



£ 



^m 



''f=f= 



F 1 .1 a: 



^ 



F F C F | g J' J J- •^■Tlg ; J-J ^ 

ler oil - low. The last time she e'er was to prens it a. lone. For the 



up from her pil - low, The last time she e'er was to prens it a. lone. For the 
night flowers kis-ses, Flew ov - er the mir . ror and sh.i-ili*d h«»r view. En- 
temptiug and glowing, That, spite of her haste, she must ga-ther it too: But 



i 



J J j j 



; *i *i 



^m 



J-* liu 
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cresc. 



s 



f J J r I r [ i J' J J J ' -^y F.^' f ^ ' 



youth whom she treasured her heart and hef soul in, Had promised to link the last 
nif^edwith the iu-sect for hid - inia: her ^ra-ces, She brustfdhim, he fell, a - las! 
while o'er the ro-ses too care- less -ly lean. in^, Her zone flew in two and the 




be.fore noon; Aiid when once the youns: heart of a mai-den is sto.len<The 



^ 



tie be.fore noon; Aiid when once the young heart of a mai-den is sto.len^The 

ne - ver to rise; "Ah! bwAV said the fl^rl,*Ss the pride of our fa-ces. For 

hearts-ease was lost: "Ah! this meanj^said the ^rl (and she sifj^tfdat its meaningfThat 




/^ 



m 
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<^ 
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^^ 



^^ 
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M i J I If 



zaoL 



mai - den her- self will steal 

which the souls in - uo-coi^^,e 

love is scarceworth the re 



af - ter it soon, 
too of - ten <lies," 
pose it will cost!^' 
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VOICE. ^^ 



BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

(AIR. THE FAIRY QUEEN.) 
Lento soleime. 



PIANO. < 




1. By the hope with - in us sprint; - •">?) Hi' - raH of to - mor-ro:w^stri*"i}; 

2. OW hiswatch-f ire's fad - ing em - - bers Now the fop - man^s cheek turns white, 



$ 



^ 
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1^ 
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F=iS 



^ 



^P 



^ 



9=^f 



■=^ 



By that sun, whose light is bring- ing Chains or freedom, death or 

When his heart that field re - mem.bers, Where we tamed his ty - rant 
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fH^-f-^ 
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2^©E 



a ■ m dt 
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r TT^ij 



life — 
might I 



Oh! rfm-ein - btr, life can be No charm for him, who 
Nc - - ver lot him bind a-g'iiin A chain, like that we 




lives not free! Like the day-star in thewave,Sinks a he - ro in his grave, Midst Ihe 

broke from then. Hark!the horn of com - bat calls. Ere thejjol-^UMi evening fiills, May we 



r'j iTLj 
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dew - fall of a na - tiotfs tears, 
pledge that horn in tri -umph round! 



^^ 



^ 
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r^ 
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i^i,!' J r ^ 



w/ J-^ 
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rcrn r 
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P 



Hap-py is he, o'er whose 

Ma - uy a heart that now 



de(j-liiie 
beats hig"h, 



The smiles 
In slum - 



of home 
her cold 




sooth - ingshiue, And lig'ht. himdownthe steep of years: 
nig^ht s hall lie, Nor wa • ken e'en at vic-tVy^ sounfi: 




sink to rest, Who close their eyes on vio-t'ry^j breast I 
he - rolssleep,. Otr whom a wond'ring world shall weepi 







^TTlF^ 
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AFTER THE BATTLE. 

(AIR. THY FAIR BOSOM.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



$ 



Allegretto marziale. 



i 



m 



^ 



^^ 



p^ 



rz . 1 r^J 



c:j c-j.^ 



sn I /t"3 



^ 



c-r LX-!- 



^ 



n\f 



^ ^ LjLir I F" g r r 



1. Night 

2. The 



closed a . round 
last sa<l hour 



the 
of 



VP. nn 



^r>j: ' 



^ 





cOn.querorViway, And light - ning-s show'd the dis - taut hill, Where 
free - dom's dream, And va - lours task, moved slow - ly by, While 



i 



^m 



l> h H 



^ 



? 



^''r 



frJ'uJ ^ gj' g 



i 



f 



^ 



^ c g r rj g 



>-r^ 



^ 



azz 



^ 



those who lost 
mute they Watch'd, 



that dread -ful day Stood few and faint, but 

till mor-ning\j beam Should rise and give them 
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^ 



^ 



5 



;/// cresc, ^ ■ . ^ ^ 



^ 



fear - less still! The sol-dierV hopt^, the. patriot's zeal, For 

light to (Jie*. There's yet a world where souls are free, ^Tiere 




ev - er (iimm'd, for ev - er crossM-^ Oh! who shall say what 

tyrants taint not na-tarefe bliss; If death that world's bright 

(7\ 



\ 




her - oes feel, When all but life and 

open-ing be, Oh! who would live a 



hon - oar's lost? 
slave in this? 



i^h t'i 



ji'^i 4 



.A 



r 



"^r 



^^ 



s 



co//a parte 



i\ ^ i 



r: ■•—m: =: 



't %^ 



I » 



r\ 



n J fn\r ^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



n\ 



w 



w u^ 



s 



kii'-^J^J 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. 



uAllegre 



^^ 



'TIS SWEET TO THINK. 

(AIR. THADY, YOU GANDER.) 

itto vivace. 



/ 



«/, 



I* IS 



^ 



U 






^^0: 



f^ffi 



P 



^^ 



¥ 



^ 



r~i^r 



1. OhI '«8 
Twwea 



^ 



^ 



g=^M 






r 



^ 



| j¥r J J^ J J i r J :■ JJ i r .^^^ 



sweet to think^ that, where - e'er we rove, We are sure to find some - thin^ 
shame, when flow - ers a - round us rise, To make light of the rest, if the 




i 



M: 



J ; J J J | r J J*^- J J I r II }I 



bliss - ful and dear, And that, when we're far from the lips we love, We have 
rose is - n't therej And the world's so rich in re - splen - dent eyos,'Twrre a 




4*i f , j; J. j;i; j; J r i ^' ; r ^ 



but to* makfl love to the lips we are near. Tht* heart, like a ten - dril, ar - 
pi - ty to li - mit one's love to a pair. Love's wing and the pea» cocks are 




*ifc= 



f J J J. jj Ji i g^## 



c'.F..f ;'i 



1 



lone, Ifut will 



cus-tom'd to cling. Let it grow where it will, can -not flou-rish a - lone, luit will 
near - ly a - like, They are both of thembright,but theyVe changea - ble too, And where - 
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^E 



^an to the near -est and love -li- est thine: It can twine with it - self, andmak 



lean to the near -est and love -li- est thing- It can twine with it - self, and make 
ev - IT a new beam of beau-tyran strike, It will tine - ture Love's plume with a 




I* 



J Ip J J J J' I r J /■ J ^ 



U 



close- ly its own. Then oh! what plea-sure,where - eer we rove, To be 
dif - fe-rent hu<'. Then oh! what plea - sure, where - eer we rove, .To be 



m 



i 



^^ 



f 



m^ 



^ 



^ 



111 



='F='F 



^¥ J J J J J* I r J J* J JJip J ^' ^ 



sure to find some - thiu^, still, that is dear, Anji to know, when far from the 
sure tf) find some - thiu^, still, that is dear, And to know, vhen far from* the 




^ 



^ 



^ T I. ^ 



^M 



-P-*^ 



M 



lips we love. We ve but to make love to the 
lips we love, WeVe but to make love to the 



lips that are near, 
lips that are near. 



P '})^ j 



^^ 



i 



Wl^ 



3^ 



^ 
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THE IRISH PEASANT TO HIS MISTRESS.* 

(AIR. I ONCE HAD A TRUE LOVE.) 



VOICE. 



■ m 



Lento assai. 



PIANO. < 



I 



i^ 



i^ . ^j^j- 



^3m 



P 



f 



W 



pi 



± 



r 



^S 



r g 



i 



« 



w 



^ 




1. Thro' ^ef and thro' dan - ger thy smile hath cheor'd my 

2. Thy ri - val was hon - our(i,while thou wert wrong'd and • 
8. They slan - der thoe sore - ly, who say thy vows are 





way, Till hope seem'd to 

scorn'd, Thy crown was of 

frail — Hadst thou been a 



bud from each thorn that round me 

bri - ers, while fa^old her brows a - 

false one, thy cheek had looked less 




i 



> J I J J' -^ ^ M 



s 



^^ 



lay; The • dark - er our 
dorn'd; She woold me to 
pale. They say, too, so 



for - tune, the 
tem - pies, whilst 
long- thou hast 



bright - er our pure love 

thou lay*st hid in 

worn those ling' - ring 



m 





^ 



cresc. 



HKUr 



f 



^^^ 



* Meaning, alle^orirally, th»» anrient Church 



of Ireland. 



Copyright iHW by Boosey&CO 
Digitized by vAjU V IVC 



67 



m 



m 



':■ } : i: 



m 



burnd, Till shame in - to 
caves, HtT friends were all 
chains, That deep iii thy 



^ 



glo - ry, till fear in - to zeal was 

mas - tors, while thine, a - las! were 

heart they have prin - ted their ser - vile 




m 



jiL 



dm 



I ' in ' 'u 



^ 



tum'd; Yes, slave as I was, in thy 

slaves; Yet cold in the earth, at thy 
stains — Oh! foul is the slan - der, - no 



arms my spi - rit felt 

feet, I would ra - - ther 
chain could that soul sub • 




»(f 



m 



^^ 



^ 



^fci 



free. And bless'd e*en the 
be, Than wed what I 
due — Where shin - eth thy 



8or - rows that 
loved not, or 
spi - rit, there 



made me more 
turn- one 

li - her - ty 



dear to 

thought from 
shin - eth 



^ 





m 



mf 



\^ 



m\ n-\ 



^ 



coUa parte 



f 
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ON MUSIC. 

(AIR. THE BANKS OF BANNA.) 



Andante 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 




p 



» F o 



^ r gr i r 



; i r ^ ^ 



s 



1. When thro' life un - blest we rove, 
2. Like . the gale, that sighs a - long 



Los - ing all that made life dear, 
Beds of - ri - en - tal flowers, 




.Should ftome notes we used to love, In days of .boy - hood,meet onr ear, 
Is the grateful breath of song, That once was heard in hap -pier hoursj 




^^ 



3 



€resc\ 



^^ 



Oh! how wel - come breathes the strain! Wake-ning thoughts that lung have slept; 

Fill'd with balm the gale sighs on, Tho* the flowers have sunk in death; 




^^ 



s 



!l^j| i J^j | ^j ii ^i^ 



i 




^; 



^^ 



■^' 
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Hn - dlingfor- mer smiles a -gain In fa - ded eyes that longhavewept. 
So, when plea- snre's dream is gone, Its mem'- ry lives in Mu-sic's breath. 




, 8. Mn-sic, oh how faint,howweak. Language fades be- 

5 




fore thy spoil! 



Why should Fee l -ing e 



- ver speak, When thou cansl breathe her 




soul so well? 



Friendships balm -y words may feign, Love's are ev'n more 



i ^jj^jp^ 



/• g r r 



J ■ # i 






m 



^^ 



r r r f 



^ 



^=^^=^ 



¥ 



T 



mf frit^ 



i }-U i f FrT r Tn Ni'^i l lii^crrJljJil 



falsethanthey; Oh! 'tis on - ly Mu - sic's strain Can sweet -ly soothe and not be-tray. 
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IT IS NOT THE TEAR. 

(AIR. THE SIXPENCE.) 



Andante 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 




^'1. ff f ^ J u i r ^ 



J ^ ^ Si : 



is not the tear, at this • mo - ment shed, When the cold turf has just heen laid 
me- mo-ry, like some ho - ly lip^ht, Kept a - live in our hearts,i^nll im - 



M 



^ 



^ 



* 



^m 



i 



^ 



A 



"W 



f T -^ 



I f'u J ^ir'? ^ 



?5=r« 



^^m 



o'er him, That can tell how be - loved was the friend that's fled, Or how 

prove them, For worth shalllook fair- er, and truth more briffht,Wlien we 
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^ 



^m 



rresc. 



^ 



m 



deep in our hearts we de - plore him. 'Tis the tear, thro' ma - ny a 

think how he lived but to love them. And as fresh - er flow - erB the 



i 



i 



S 




^ 



!=« 






ief^K j""*^ 



f^ 



^^ 



r 



^^m 



^f=¥- 



n I n r~r r- ^ 



p 



^ 



long" day wept, Tis life's whole path o'er- sha - 

sod per - fume WTiere bu - ried saints are ly - 



. dedj 'Tis the 
- ing^ So Our 






J'JiJT'^ J J J 



F"=^ 



a 



i 



^ 



one re-mem- brance, fond- ly kept, When all 



^ 



s 



ff 



one re-mem- brance, fond- ly kept, When all 

hearts ?>hall bor - row a sweet -ning" bloom From the 



high - er griefs have" 
i - mage he left there in 



if' I- Hii 



m 



i=fi 



^ 



^m 



4. 



^ 



f= 



f 



T 



rT\ 



s 



fa - - ded. 
dy - - ing! 




^^f r 
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THE ORIGIN OF THE HARP. 

(AIR. GAGE FANE.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO.< 



Con moto. 




1. 'Tis be - lievii that this Harp, which I 

2. Still her bo- som rose fair- still her 





wake now for thee, 
cheeks smiled the same — 



Was a Sy - ren of old, who stiDg 

Wliile her sea - b<'au - ties f?race-ful - ly 



^¥ Jtr— JL 



^W 



#R^ 



h^ ( 



cresc. 



^^ ^ 1 r pi 



^W 



!*» I* \ 



» 



^^ 



i 



tf: 



g 



I nr iLrt^ i r ^r i 



^ 



^ 



un - der the sea? 
form'd the • li^ht frame 5 



And who of - ten, at eve, thro* the 

And her hair, as, let loose, oW her 



,j i¥^,^^ 



^^ 



^m 



J*» t* £*> 



^ 



^m 



''¥ K 1 p n ^ ir *» c *< 



{ *» f *< t 



^JE 



% 



^ 



i 



u. 



r Q"^- 



^ 



P 



S 



^ 



^ 



bri|8^ht wa - ters roved, 
white arm it fell,* 



To meet, on the green shore, a 
Was changed to bright chords, utt' - ring 



^ 



^1 J.I J 



^^ 



^^ 



1.. I* mJ* *i 



^ 






^rt 



^^ 
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I* r J 



youth whom she loved, 
me - lo - dy's spell. 



p 



m 



2. But she loved him in 
4. Hence it came, that this 



fii'J'^V ;,ir j^ 



^ 



^ 



m 







fe)%*>g*»r g 



^^^^^^P 



I 



^ 



■FFT 



i PV Qgj i ^ aJLJ i '' £y i r l? £g i 



vain, for he left her to weep, 

^soft Harp so lonf^ hath been known 



And in tears, all the 
To min - gle love's 




l l'ii'i Oi I f r rnr '^ir tj'*: ^ ^ 



night, her g^old tress - es to steep*, 
• lan^uag^e with sor- row's sad tonej 



Till heav'n look'd with pi - ty on 
Till thou didst di - vide them, and 



i* \ ff JP7 



m 



m 



« 



teJ^J^Cif^ 



# 



PP^ 



$ 



1 



^ 



i 



i 



i 



£ 



■Fff^ 



M: 



^^ 



P 



P 



^ 



r O O I 



true love so warm, 
teach the fond lay 



(nd chan^d to this 
To speak love when I'm 



soft Harp the 
near thee, and 



m 



JTTJ 



^^ 



^ 



P 



Wr^' F 



m 



fip 



r J^- 



m 



m 



i 



ffl.' 



^ 



st-a - inai ' rlfus ff*rm, 
^ri^l' wh^ u a - wav. 




^m 




^ 



^ 
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LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM. 

(AIR. THE OLD WOMAN.) 



Allegro assai. 



VOICE. 



I ^Ml f il 



PIANO. 



m 



^ 






• r^T r 



i ICJ 1 



m 



^ ^ 



j£_ 



r=^ 



f 



1. OhI the 
2.Tho' the 
8. No, that 



f 



^M 



J-JJ-;'! 



aim. 



^ 



^s 



^ 



? 



J. J. ij, ^^ 



^ 



days are g"one, when Beau - ty bright My heart's chain 
bard to pu - rer fame may soar, ^lien wild youth's 

hal - low'd form is neVr for -got Which first love 



<g*l> J 1 1 I* C 



wove; When my 
past; Tho* he 

traced; Still it 




cresc. 




dream of life, from mom till night, W^as love, still love, 

win the wise, who frown'd be- fore, To smile at last; 

ling' - ring haunts the green - est spot On mem' > ry's waste. 



New 
He'll 
'Twas 




Copyright 1895 by Boosey A C9 



Digitized by 



Google ' 



75 



$ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



y?\ 



^^ 



hope may bloom, And days may come Of mild - er, calm . er beam, But there's 
ne - ver meet A joy so sweet, In all his noon of fame. As when 
o - dour fled As soon as shed; 'Twas mom - ing^'s winp: - ed dream: 'Twas a 



1 



i 



^^ 



^^ 



cresc. 



m ^ g ■< cJ 



m 



m 



r\ 



^ 



ju. J. 



'<f^ 



^ 



f 



no - thing- half so sweet in life As love's young 
first he sung to wo - man's ear His soul - felt 
light, that ne'er can shine a -gain On life's dull 



dream: 
flame, 
stream-, 



^ 



^^ 



jj^jj 



^ 



i 



No, there's 
And at 
Oh! 'twas 



m 



^ 



m 



^3E 



^EE 



^^ 



f 



Vi/ 



E^ 



life 



• — -"■ 9- 

no - thing half so sweet in life As love's 

ev' - ry dose, she blush'd to hear The one 

light that ne'er can shine a -gain On life's 



young 
loved 
dull 



dream. 

name. 

stream. 
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VOICE 



PIANO. 



Allegro 



THE PRINCE'S DAY. 

(AIR. ST PATRICK'S DAY.) 




-J J J J' ^ I f' f 



J. JJj 



g 



^ 



dark arr our sor-mws, to - day well for -/Sj^et them, And smile thro' our tears, like a 
tempt on the miu - ion, who calls you dis - loy - al! Tho' fierce to your foe, to your 
loves the Green Isle, and his love is re-cord-ed In hearts,whirhhavesuf-fered too 



^^ 



f 



SI t !S 



J* 1 ■) !■ 



ih % 1 



=T=F= 



^3E 



f 



^^ 



JJJ J-^^ ^ 



^ 



m 



sun -beam in showers; There, ne - ver were hearts, if our ni - lers would let them, More 
friends you are true^ The tri - butemosthi^h to a head thtit is roy- al Is 
much to for- ^et; And hope shall be crown'd,and at - tach- me»nt re-ward-ed, And 



fN J J i' 



^^ 



^^ 



=T=T 



3^^ 



^^ 



M ^ g 



g ^ ^ 1 ^ ^ 




E^^ 



^ 



rrf».yr. 



^^ 



^^ 



bi'est 1^ 



formed to be grate -ful and bfest ^ than ours. But just when the chain Has 

love from a heart that loves li - ber-ty too. AMiile cow-ards, who blight Your 

E - rin's gay ju - bi - lee shine out yet. The gem may be broke By 



¥ 



i 



=F=T 



i iSV 



m 



m 



^^ 



'1 1 



^ T 1 



m 



^ 
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w 



m^ 



A 



i i r t c 



ceased to pain, And hope has eii-wreath'd it round with flowers, There 

fame, your right. Would shrink from the blaze of the bat- tie ar - ray, The 
ma - nya stroke, But no - thing- can cloud its na - tive rayj Each 



^^ 



^ 



m 



^ 



^M 



m 



^ 



c .c g c-rc i : m 



rath 



a tempo 



^ 



s 



P 



GOQies a new link Our spi - rits to sink— Oh! the j^y that we taste, like the 
stan-dard of Gh'een In front would be seen, — Oh, my Hfe on your faith! were you 
fragment will cast A light to the last,— And thus, E - rin, my coun-try, tho' 




to 



J j i /j*; 



w 



^ 



light of the poles, Is a flash a -mid dark-ness, too brill- iant to stay; But, 

summoned this mi- nute, You'd cast ev'- ry bit-ter re- mem - brance a - way, And 

bro-ken thou art. There's a lus-tre with- in thee, that ne'er will de- cay; A 

4- 



i^'-J *i *? 



i 



*i 1 



i ' .' i W 



i^ *i i 



gy i . F 1 1 J 1 1 



^3 



P 



i 



?f^ 



t C ^i J j i n: 



fc 



^ 



^ w — ^ ^ -^ ^ 

tho"twerethe last lit -tie sparkin our souls,We must light it up now, on our Prin-ce's day. 
show what the arm of old E- rin has in it,WTien roused by the foe, on her Prin-ce's day. 
spi - ritwhichbeamsthro'eachsuf-fer-ingpart,And now smiles at all pain on the Prin-ce's day. 




Digitized by ^ 



ioogle 



78 



WEEP ON. WEEP ON. 

(AIR. THE SONG OF SORROW.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



^ 



Lento. 



I' l l ( ^ r 



d^ 



mE 



^ 






l.Weep 

2. Weep 

8.'"Twas 



^ 



JTJTJj rh 



r^ 



r i \ f 



jrTT3 JTT3 



r 



f^=^ 



^^ 



^ 




on, weep on, your 
on — per - haps in 
fate," they 11 say, "a 



hour is past; Your dreams of 
af - ter days. They'll learn to 
way - ward fate Your web of 



pnde are 
love your 
dis - cord 



(I 



V'i J3 J J1 



L \iPi 



'^ ^ "K 



r'Lrr-U^ 



7^ ^ 



m f >f r ^ 



^ 



^^ 



^ 



i 



^ 



^ „/^j oi n ^ 



oer,- 
name 5 
wove J 



The 
When 

And 



fa - - tal chain is round you cast. And 

ma - ny a deed may wake jn praise That 

while your ty - rants joind in hate. You 
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you are men no 
lon^ hath slept in 
ne - ver join'd in 



more. 

blame. 

love. 



In 

And 

But 



vain the he - ro's 

when they tread the 
hearts fell off, that 




S 



P=p: 



> gi 0\^^ 



^ 



E? 



^^ 



heart hath bled; The sa - gre's 

ni - in'd Isle, Where rest, at 

ought to twine. And man pro 



^\j j i '^ 



tongue hath ^am'd in vain! Oh, 

length, the lord and slave^ They'll 

faned what God had givii; Till 



^"^J J J 



t 



m 



s 



w, rr ^rr i t 



^^ 



^^ 




free - domlonre thy 
wond' - ring ask, how 
some were heard to 



flame iath fled, It ne - ver ligKtir a 

hands so vile Could con - quer. hearts so 
curse the shrine, Where o - thers knelt to 



fSj; iPi 



i i^ii 1^ 



^^ 



"^ 



» 



rr 



rs P 



^m 



s 



^s 



& 




/7\ 



rm . || ^^ n ■TTT'] 



T 



rr 



I 



r\ 



^ 



ra//. 
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LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE. 

(AIR. NORA CREINA.) 

Allegro. ;// 



VOICE, 



PIANO. 




^ 



beam - ing eye, . But no 

robe of gold, But all 

wit re - fined, But when 



one knows for 
so close the 
its points are 



whom it bea - meth: 
nymph hath laced it, 
gleam - ing round us. 




$ 



z 



^ 



p. 



^ 



m 



m m 



Right and left its ar - rows fly. But what they aim at no one drearaeth. 
Not a charm of beau -tvs mould Pre-sumes to stay where Na - ture placed it. 
Who can tell ' if they're de-sigii'd To daz - zle mere - ly, or to wound us? 
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Swee - ter 'tis to gaze up - on My No - ra's lid that sel - dom ri - ses; 
Oh! my No - ra's gown for me, That floats as wild as moun - tain bree - zes, 
Pil - lowli on my No - ras heart, In sa - fer slum - ber Love re - po - ses - 
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Few its looks, but ev' - ry one. Like un - ex-peo - ted liffht, sur- pri . scs! 
Leav . ing ev' - ry^ boau - ty free To sink or swell as Hea - ven plea-srs. 
Bed of peace! whose roughest part Is but the crumpling of the ro . ses. 





O my N(j - ra Crei - na dear, My gen - lie, bash - ful No - ra Crei - na, 

Yes, my No - ra Crei . na dear, My sim - pie grace - ful No - ra Crei - na, 

O my No - ra Crei - na dear, My mild, my art - less No - ra Crei - na, 
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Beau - - ty lies In ma - - ny eyps, But 

Na- - ture's dress Is love- - li - in*ss- The 

Wit, tho* bright, Hath no such light. As 



love in yours, my 

dress you wear, my 

warms your ey»'s, my 
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No - ni Crei - na. 
No - ra Croi-na. 
No - ra Crei-na. 
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I SAW THY FORM. 

(AIR. DONNEL O'GREADH.) * 



voice. 



PIANO. 



Lento. 



\^' (! r I I 





1. 1 

2. As 

3. If 



saw thy form 

stn'anis that run 
Kuuls could al - 



in youth - ful prime, Nor 
oVr ^61 - ,di'ii mines, Yi*t 
ways liwell «i - - bove, Thou 
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steps of Time, And waste its bloom a- -way, Ma-ry! 

wealth that shines With - in their gen - -tie tide, Ma-ry! 

souls we love, W^ ne'er had lost thee here, Ma-ry! 
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Yet still thy fea - tures 
So, veilU he - ne^ath the 
Tho* many a gif . ted 



wure that light, Whirh flt^ets not with tbo 

sim . plest guiw, Thy ra - -diaiit i^v , , nius 
mifid we mi*et, Th(j' fair * ^ est forms . wh 
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breath; 
shone, « 
see, 



And 
And 
To 



life ne'er look'd more tru 

that which charm'd all o - 

live with them is far 



- ly bright' Thau 
- ther eyes, Seem'd 
less sweet, Thau 
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iu thy 

worth - less 
to re- 



smile of death,, 

iu thine own, - 

mein - - ber thee,. 



Ma- ry! 
Ma.ry! 
Ma-ry! 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. 



SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND. 

(AIR. OPEN THE DOOR SOFTLY) 
Andante. 



l-"Uir ill 
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1. She IS far from the land where her youuif he-ro sleeps, 

2. She Ring's the wild son^s of her dear ua-tive plains, Evry 

3. He had lived for his love, for his conn - try he died,Theywere 
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lovers are round her, sigh- 
note which he loved a- - wak- 
all that to life had en - -twined 



ing; But cold - ly she turns from their 
ing^; Ahl lit - tie they think, who de - 
him; Nor soon shall the tears of his 
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g'aze, and weeps, For hor heart in his ^ravc is ly- 

lightin her strains, How the heart of the Minstrel is break 
C(juntry be dried, Nor long will his love st.iy b«' - hiinl 



ing. 
him. 
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Pill lento 




cresc. 
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sun - beams rest, When they pro . mise a ^lo - rious 
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rail. 
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shine o'er her sleep, like a 



smile from the West, From her 
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NAY, TELL ME NOT, DEAR. 

(AIR. DENNIS, DONT BE THREATENING.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. • 



Allegretto vivace. 



I* 1 !» 
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1. N<ay, 

2. They. 
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tell me not, rlear, that the ^o-blet drowns One (Jharm of feeling, one fond regretj Be- 
tdl ds that Love, in his fai - ry bower, Had two blush-ro-ses, of birth divinej He 
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crr.sc. 
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lieve me, a few of thy an -gry frowns Are all Ivesunk in its brig^ht wave yet. 
sprinkled the one with a rainbow\ishower,But battfd the o-ther with man- tling* wine. 
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Ne'er hath a beam Been lo,st in the stream That e - ver was shed from thy 

Soon did the buds That drank of the floods, Di - still'd by the rain - bow, de - 
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Dtm or soul; The . spell of those eyes, The 
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form 
» cline and f«nle; While thosewhich the tide Of 



balm of thy si^hs, Still 
ru - by had dye d All 
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float on the sur- face, and hallow my bowl. Then fan - cy not, dearest, that 
blustfd in - to beau -ty, Hke thee, sweet maid! Then fan - cy not, dearest, that 
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fountsthat a - wa-ken the ^pil-grim^ zeal, The bowl but brightens my love for thoe. 



i 



iW 



* 



^^ 



^ 



trll|, l i « i 



J "I ■* I j: p' 



i 



^ 



5E 



/C\ 



acceL 



¥ 



^^ 



I 



i 



/Ti 



'zJ ^^ ^ 



^^ 



*i*)r»i 



*?Tri 



*)ir «> 



cresc. 



^'\l' r *t 



f If f 



-Gl 



^ Cl*JI*T Mirv^^FF^ 



^ 



I 



Digitized by 



vjoogle 



8A 



AVENGING AND BRIGHT. 

(AIR. CRUACHAN NA FEINE.) 
Allegro feroce. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 
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ven - ^ing" and bri^it falls the swift sword of E - rin On him who the 

red cloud that hun^ o - ver Co.nnrs dark dwell-in^, When U - lad's three 
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brave sons of Us-na be - tray'd; For vv'. ry fond eyo he hath wa-ken'd a 

champions lay sleeping in ^orc By the bil - lows of war, which so of _ ten, hi^h 
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^S 
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tear in, A drop from his heart-wounds shall weep frer her blade, 

swelling". Have waf-ted these he - ro^s to vie - to - ry's 




shure, S-We swear to re - vcn^ethem! no joy shall be lasted, The harp shall he 

I f7\ 
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si- lent, the mai-den ua - wed, Our halls shall be mute, and our fields shall lie 
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in 



IE 



z: zr 



a tempo 




wasted. Till vengeance is wreak'd un the mur - de - rer's head. 




4. Yes, mo-narrh! tho' sweet are Qur home re -col - Itro-tions, The' sweet are the 
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tears that from ten - der - ness fallj Tho' sweet are our friendships,our hopes,our af 
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f piii lento 
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fections, Re - venge on a ty-rant is 
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sweet -est of 



all! 
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WHAT THE BEE IS TO THE FLOWERET. 

(AIR. THE YELLOW GARRON.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



^ 



Allegretto. 



i ■> 



g' g t ; 



^/Aj 1. What the bee is 
fSht*.)2. But. they say, tho 




^U ^c r ;■ i g- g^i; f 1^ 



to the fluw' - ret, 
bee's a ro - ver; 



When he looks for ho - ney - <Iew, 

Who will fly when sweets are y^oae; 





Thro' 

And 



the leaves that close em - bower it, 
when onr>e the kiss is o- -ver. 



That, my love, I'll 
Faith - less brooks will 
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to you. riS*<?J What" the bank, with 

der on. (Afe,) Nay, if flowers will 



ver - dure glow - ing, 
lose their looks, If 




UA (' ^ J. J' I J / f 



^ 



is to waves that 

sun . uy banks will • 



wan - der near, 
wear a - .way, 



Whisp -ring kis - ses, 
Tis bnt right, that 





while they're go - ing, That HI be to you, my dear., 
bees and brooks Should sip 'anrl kiss them while they may. . 
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LOVE AND THE NOVICE. 

(AIR. BLACK-HEADED DEARY.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



Allegretto 



4 ii <" "I I ' 





Vo ^ r M l7 g g g c F 



l."Hrro we dwell in 
2. Love stood near the 
8. Love now Wtirms thee, 



ho- - li -est bowers, Where 
No - vice an<l lis-tenM, Ami 
wak - iu^ aiirl sleep-iii^, Youn^ 



j j'i i 



i 



^ 



^^ 



Vi/ 



g i= g f ^ f I H' r i J I j:^ '^ -^ ^ ^ 



an -gels of light oer our o- ri -sons beud; Where sighs of de-vo-tion and 

Love is no no -vice in tak-ing 'i hint; His laugh -ing blue eyes soon with 

No-vice, to him all thy o - ri-snns ri**e. He tii> - ges the hea-ven - ly 
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breath -ings of flowers To 
pi. _ e . ty pflis-tenM; His 
fount with his weep-injc, He 



hea-ven in miu - p:lo(l o - dour .is.ceud. 

ro - s}' win^ turrfd to hea\'t*ii's own tint. 

brightens the • cen . ser>5 flame with his sighs. 





;■ ^ ; r 



^ 



L 



i 



Do 
"Who 
Love 



not tiis - turb our calm, O Lov**! So like is thy f(jrm to the 

would have thoughf'the ur- - chin ('ri«'s"That Love could so well, so 

is the saint en - shrined in thy breast, And an - gels themselves would ad 





che-rubs a - bove, It 
grave-l}; dis- guise His 
mil such a guest, If he 



well might deceive such 

wan - der- ing wings and 
came to them clothed in 



hearts as ours." 
wound - ing eyes?" 
Pie - - tyVi vest. 
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THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUER'D. 

(AIR. THE BUNCH OF GREEN RUSHES THAT GREW AT THE BRIM.) 

Allegro assai. »/ 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



i ^11 r^ ih 



r 1 r p I 



1. This 

2. \\Tipn 
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^^ 
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life is till c-'hequerU with i^bMsfiresand wt)f»s,That chase one a - iio4her like waves of the deep- Each 
Hy- las was sent with his urn to the fount^Thro^fields full of light^and with heart full of play, Light 
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brifi^htly or (lark-ly, as onward it flows,Re - flectinff oureyes,astheyspark-le orw«'ep. So 
nimbled the boy, o-ver meadow andmount, And ne-^Iect-ed his task for the flowVsonthe way- Thus 




*i 



'"CCCrfMF g g J J-jIC'gCFffFlffggr 



M 



closely our whims on our mi - se - ries tread,But the laugh is awaked ere the tear can b^ driedAnd as 
raa-uy, like me,whoinyouthshouldhavetas-tedThe fountain that runs by Phi - lo-sophjsshriiipjheir 
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fast as the rain.drop of 
time with theflowVs on the 



Pi - ty is shed, The goose - plu-mage of Fol - ly can 
mar-gin have was . ted, And left their light urns all as 
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^^ 
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turn it a - sid<^. But pledgt* me tli«» cup— if ex- - istence would doy, With 
emp - ty as mine. But pledge me the go - blet; while Id- le - ness weaves These 




hearts e - ver hap-py and heads e . ver wise, Be ours the light So r-row^ half 
flowlrets to - gp-ther, should Wis-dom but see One bright drop or two that has 
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si-ster to Joy, And the light bril-liant Fol - ly that fla-shes and dies, 
falln on the leaves; ^ Fro m her foun-tain di- vine, 'tis suf - fi-dent for me. 
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AT THE MID' HOUR OF NIGHT. 

(AIR. MOLLY, MY DEAR.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO.S 



^ 



Quasi Adagio. 
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At the mid hour of 
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uightjWlien stars are weep-ing, 1 fly To the lone vale we loved, when 
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life bhone warm iu thine eye; And I think oft, if spir-itscan steal from the 
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regions of air, to re - vi- sit past scenes of de - li^ht,Thou wilt come to me 
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there, And tell me our love is re - mem -her id, even in the skyl 
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plea •* sure to hear, When our voi-ces com - ming - ling breattfd, like 
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one, on the ear; 
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And,as £ - cho far off tluro' the vale my sad 
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o- ri-8on rolls,. 



I think y my love I 'tis thy voice from the 




Piu lento. 
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King-dom of Sools, Esiint-ly ans - wer-ing still the notes that once were so dear. 
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ONE BUMPER AT PARTINGI 

(AIR. MOLL ROE IN THE MORNING.) 



Allegretto vivace 



VOICE. 




PIANO. ^ 



1. Que 

2. As 
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bum -per at part-ing^lthouKli nui- ny have circled tho board since we mot, The 
on-Wiird we jour-ney, how ph»a-sant To pause and iu - ha - bit a -while Those 
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ful - lebt. the sad-dest of a - nv Re -mains to be crown d b\ 



ful - lebt, the sad-dest of a - ny Re -mains to be crownd by us yet. The 
few fiun-ny spots, like the pre -seat, That 'mid the dull wil - der-ness smile I But 



m 



^^ 



^^ 



^^ 



=f=T 



f 



^E 



^^^m 



^^E 



^ 



T't 1 



^ 



^ 



1 T 



Copyriffiit tSW kf Bo«B«y « €• 



Digitized by 



Google 



99 




l.si^TMt-aess, that plea-sure hath in it Is al-wajii so slow to come forth, That 
2. Time, like a pi. ti - less mas. ter, Cries/ *0n. ward!" aud sjpurs the gay hours. Ah, 

^ K i > ^ 1 *< J f f I* 





sel-dom, a- las; till the mi - nute It dies, do wo kiiow half its worth. But 
nev.er doth time tra-vel fas - ter, Than wheu his way lies a - mou^ f lowr's But 
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come, may our life's hap-py mea-sure Be all of such mo -meats made up. They're 
come, may our lift's hap- py mea-sure Be all of such mo - meuts made up. They're 
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born on the bo-som of PJca- sure, They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 
born on the bo-som of I*lea- sure. The}' die 'midst the tears of the cup. 
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wa-ters be-neath him how bright, And now let our fare-well of drink- ing Re 
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setn-ble that fare -well of light. You saw how he fi - nislfd, by dart-iug His 
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beam o'er a deep bil- low's brim- So, fill up, let's shine at our part-ing, In 
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full, li-quid glo - ry, like liim. And oh! may our life% hap-py mea-sure Of 
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mo-meiits like this be loade op; 'Xwas born on the bo - soi 
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mo-meiits like ibis be loade op; 'Xwas born on the bo- som of Plea-Huref, It 
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dies 'mid the tears of the cup 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. • 



'TIS THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 

(AIR. THE GROVES OP BLARNEY.) 
Aiidante non troppo lento. 
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^is the last rose of 



^m 



ih\. I rj 



m 



^ 



^ 



i 



i 



I * I* CJ 



^ 



^ 



^m 



^^ 



^ 




summer Lett bloom-infc a - louej All her love - ly companions Are fa - ded and 




gon^} No flower of her kindred, No rose -bud is nigh, To re -fleet back her 




rail. 



a tempo 




blushes, To ^ive si^h fof sij^h 
colla 



ril not leave thee, thou 







lone one To pine on the stem: Since the love - ly are sleeping, Go sleep thou with 
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^ardenLit^ scentless aud dead. 



So soon may I fol - low, When 
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friend- ships de-cay, And from Lmes shin - in^ cir-cle Th(» ^ems drop a 




way. When true bt^irts lie with-erd. And fond- ones are flown, 
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Oh! who would in-hab-it This bleak world a -lone, 
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THE YOUNG MAY MOON. 

(AIR. THE DANDY 0!) 



Allegretto eon grazia. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 





1. The 
8. Now 



younj; May moon 
all the world 



is boam - inK, love, The 

is sleep - injf, love, But the 
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j^iow - worm's lamp is (a^leam - lu^, love, How sweet to rove Throagli 
Sage, his star - watch keep - ing, love, And I, whose star, more 
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cresc. 
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g ^ W 
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Mom-aV* grove, When the drow - sy world is dream -ing love! Then a 
glo - rious far. Is the eye from that case - ment peep . ing, love. Then a 
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wake! the heavens* look bright, my dear, 'Tis 
wake! till rise of sun, my dear, The 



ne - ver too late for de 
Sa - ge's glass we^ 
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poco rail. 
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light, my dear, And the best of all ways To length -en our days Is to 
shun, my dear Or, in watch -ing the flight Of bo dies of light. He might 
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steal a few hours from the night, my dear, 
hap -pen to take thee for one, my dear. 
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THE MINSTREL BOY. 

(AIR. THE MOREEN,) 



VOICE. 



PIANO.- 
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Andante. 
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Min-strel boj tu the war is gonej In the ranks of death youll find him: His 
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fath-erVi sword he has ^rd-ed on. And his wild harp sluu|2: fete- hind him. 
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"Land of song!" said the war- rior- bard, "though all tlft» world be - trays thee, One 




sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, One faith - ful harp shall praise thee! 
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Min-8trel fell! But the foe-man% chain Conld not brin^ his proud soul »n - derj The 
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harp he loved neVr vspoke a-|?ain, For he tore its chords a - sun 



derj And 
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said. No chains shall sul - ly thee, Thou soul of love, and bra-ve-ry! Thy 
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songs 'W'ere made for the brave and free,They shall never sound in sla-ve-ry ! " 
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THE SONG OF O'RUARK. 

Prince of Breffni. 

(AIR. THE PRETTY GIRL MILKING HER COW.) 
Andante Moderato. 



VOICE. 



ifVH^ t 



PIANO. 
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val-ley lay smil-ing: be- fore me, Where late43r I left her be -hind; Yet 1 
flew to hercham- ber, 'twas lone-ly As if the loved te - nant lay dead; Ah, 
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trembled, and something hung o'er me That sad - deuV the joy of my mind. I 
would it were death,and death on-ly But no, the young false one had fled. And 




look'd for the lamp which, she toW me, Should shine when her pilgrim re -tum'd. But though 
there hung the lute that could soft -en My ve-ry worst pains in'tobliss,While the 
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cresc. 
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dark-ness be - gan to en -fold me, No lamp from the bat - tie - ments burn'd 
hand that had waked it so oft - en Now throbbVl to a proud ri - val's kiss. 
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3. There was a time, faUsest of wo-meu, When 

4. Al - rea-dyr the curse is up - on her, Aod 




Breff-niVt ^od swortf would have sought Tl^^t man, through a mil -lion of foe -men. Who 
strangers her val - leys pro - fane; Theytcome to di -vide, to dis-hon-our. And 
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cresc. 
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A ^ J . cresc. 
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dared but to wrong thee in thought! ^liile now O de-ge - ne- rate daughter Of 
ty- rantsthey long will re - main. But on - wa rd the green ban - ner rear-ing, Go, 
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£ - rin, how fallen is thy fame! And through a -gas of bondage and slaughter, Our 
flesh eve-ry sword to the hilt; On our side is Vir-tue and E-rin, On 
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coun-try shall bleed fur thy shame 
theirs* is the Sa xou and guilt. 
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OH! HAD WE SOME BRIGHT LITTLE ISLE. 

(AIR. "SHEELA NA GUIRA?) 



Andante molto moderato. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 
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^m 



^ 



^s§ 



1. Ohl had we some brig:ht lit - tie isle of our own, In a 

2. There with souls ev - er ar - dent and pure as the clime, We should 
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blue sum - mer o - cean, far 
l(»ve, as they loved iu the 



off and a - lone, Where a leaf ne - ver 
first ffol - den time; The fflow of the 
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dies in the still blooming bowersjAnd the bee ban-quets on through a 
sun - shine,the balm of .the air, Would steal to our hearts, and make 
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whole jear of 
all sum - mei" 



flowVs, Where the sun loves to pause With so fond a de - 
there. With af - fee - tion as free From de - cline as the 
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lay, That. the 
bowi-s,And with 



nijz^ht on - ly draws A thin 
Hope, like the Bee, Liv- ing 



veil 6'er the 
al-ways on 



day J Where 
flowVs Our 




sim - ply 
life should 



to feel that we 

re - sem - ble a 




breathe, that we 
lon^T day of 



live, Is 
li^ht, And our 



see: 
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else - where can give, 
calm as the night. 
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FAREWELL! BUT WHENEVER YOU WELCOME 

THE HOUR. 

(AIR. MOLL ROONE.) 



Andante. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 




U J: JrH j' j' l Hi n ^^\ tr ^ t ^ ^^ 



well! But when-ev - er you wel-come the hour That a - wa - kens the nipht-soug^ of 
still on that evening, when pleasure fills up To the high- est top spark - le e<irh 
Fate do her worst,there are re - lies of joy, Bright dreams of the past,whirh.shr 
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poco cresc, 

— N- 



> ;■ J I J c ;r j/ 
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mirth in your bower, Then think of the friend who once welcomed it too, And for - 
heart and each cup, Where -e'er my path liefi, be it gloo-my or bright, My 

can -not de - stroy; Whi«h .come in the uight-time of sor - row and care, And 
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m 
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got his own griefs to be hap - py with you. His griefs may re - turn, 
soul, hap.py friendsyshall be with you that night; Shall join in your re - 
bring back the fea - turesthat jo}- used to wear. Long, long be my heart 



not a 
vels,yonr 
with such 





hope may re- main Of the few that have brighten'd his path -way of pain, But he 
sports, and your wiles And re - turn to me beaming all o'er with your smiles^Too 
me - mo-ries fill'd! Like the vase, in which ro-ses have once been di - stiil'dJ^bu may 
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== < 
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ne'er ^ill for- get the short vi-sion that threw Its en - chant-ment a - round him,while 
blest, if it tells me, that Vnid the gay cheer. Some kind voice had murmur'd 'T 

break, you may shat-ter the vase,if you will. But the scent of the ro - ses will 
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ling - Ving with you. 
wish he were hereV 
hang round it still. 
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OH! DOUBT ME NOT. 

(AIR. YELLOW WAT AND THE FOX.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



Allegretto. 
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1. Oh! 

2. And 
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doubt me not, the sea 
though my lute no Ion 



son Is o'er when Fol - ly made me rove, And 
g^er May sing of Pas-sion^ ar - dent spell, Yet, 




now the ye - stal, Rea - son, Shall watch the fire a - waked by Love. Al - 
trust me, all the stron - ger I feel the bliss I do not tell. The 




i^^^ g r c i r c r g i r c ^ cir erg 



though this heart was ear - ly blown, And fai - rest hands dis - turb'd the tree. They 
bee through ma - ny a gar-den royes, And hums his lay of court -ship o'er, But 
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on - ly shook some bloss - omsdown. Its fruit has all been kept for thee. Then 
when he finds the flower he loves» He set - ties there and hums no more. Then 
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doubt me not the sea 
doubt me not the sea 



son Is oVr when Fol.- ly made me rove. And 
son Is o'er when Fol - ly kept me free, And 
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now the ve - stal, .Rea - son. Shall watch the fire a 
now the ve - stal, Rea - son. Shall icuard the flame a 



waked by Love, 
waked by Love. 
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YOU REMEMBER ELLEN. 

(AIR. WERE I A CLERK.) 



Andante. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 
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1. You re - mem - ber El - leu, our 

2. They roam'd a long: and a' 
8,. "Now, wel - come, la - dy" ex 



ham - let's pride, How 
wea - ry way, Nor 
rlaim'd the youth, '^This 





meek-ly she bless'd her hum - ble lot When the stran - ^^r Willi -am, had 
much was the mai - den's heart at ease. Where now, at close of one 



much 

cas - tie is thine, and these dark woods all!" She be - lieved himcrazed,but his 
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made her his bride, And Uive was the li^ht of their 
stor - my day, They see a proud cas - tie. a 
words were truth. For El-len is La - dv of 



low - ly cot. To - 
monp: the trees. "To - 
Ros . na Halll And 
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cresc. 
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^eth - er they toil'd through winds and rains Till W'il - Ham at len^h in 

nip^hf;'said the youth, "we'll shel - ter there; The wind blows cold, the 

dear- ly the Lord of Ros - ua loves What Wil-liam, the stran - ger, 




sad - ness said, We must seek our for -tune on oth - er plains; Then, 

hour is late;'' So he blew the horn with a rhief-tain's air. And the 

woocl and wed; And the li^ht of bliss, in these loni - ly proves, Shines 





^^ 



sifi:hin^, she left her • lone - ly shed, 

por - ter bowM as they passVi the ^ate. 
pure as it did in the low - Ty shed. 




Digitized by 



Google 



US 



I'D MOURN THE HOPES THAT LEAVE ME 

(AIR. THE ROSE TREE.^ 



VOICE, 



PIANO. 
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Allegretto , 
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1. I'd 
8. 'Tis 
8. And 
4. Thus 
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mourn the hopes that lea\*» nie. If 

not in fate to harm nio, While 

thiiugfh the hope be *K«'»p? h«vo,That 

when the lamp that litrht - ed The 



thy smiles had left me too; M 

fate leaves thy love to mej 'Tis 

lonjf spark - led oVr our way, Oh! 

tra - v'ller at first p:oes out, He 
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weep when friends de - ceive me, If thou wert, like them un - true. But 

not in joy to charm me Un - less joy be shared with thee, One 

we shall jour - ney on, love, More safe . ly with- out its ray. Far 

feels a - while be -ni^ht - ed, And looks round in fear arid doubt. But 
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while Ive thee be - fore me, With heart so warm and eyes . so bright, No 

mi - nute's dream a - bout thee Were' worth a long, an end - less year Of 

bet - ter light^shall win me A - long the path iVe yet to roam: The 

soon the pro -spect clear - ing. By cloud -less star-light on he treads. And 
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clouds can liu - gor o'er me, That smile 

wak - ing bliss with - out thee, My own 

mind that burns with - in me, And pure 

thinks uo lamp so cheer - ing As that 



turns them all to light, 

love, my on - ly dear! 

smiles from thee at home, 

light which Hea.ven sheds. 
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COME O'ER THE SEA. 

(AIR. CUISHLA MACHREE.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO, 



Andante con moto 





1. Comeocr the son, Mai-den, with me, Mine throug:h sunshine, storm, ami snows; 

2. Was not the sea Made for thf Free, Land ft >r courts and rhains a -lone! 
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Seas- ons may roll, 
Here we are slave's, 



But the true soul 
Hut on the waves, 



Burns the stime, wher- 

Love and li - ber-ty's 
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e'er 'it goes. Let fate frown on so we love and part not \is 

all our own. No eye to watch, and no tongue to wound us, All 
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life where thou art, 'tis death where thou art not. Then come o'er the sea, 
earth for - got, and All hea - ven a - round us. Then, come o'er the sea. 
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Mai -den, with me, 
M''^'- den, with me. 



Come wher-ev-er the wild wind blows; Seasons may roll. 

Mine through sun - shine, storm, and snows? Seasons may roll. 
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But the true soul Burns the same, wher- e'er it goes. 

But the true soul Burns the same, wher- e'er it goes. 
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HAS SORROW THY YOUNG DAYS SHADED. 

(AIR. SLY PATRICK.) 



Andante 



VOICE 




PIANO. 



Ror- row thy voiin^ days shad 
love to that soul, so tend 
Hopejike the bird in the sto 



ed, As rloudsoVr the morn - in.u: fleet?-, 
er, Been like our La -Re - nian mine,- 
ry^ That flitt - ed from tree to tree 



00 

\^liere 
Wth the 
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J .1' U'' J 



fast have those younR days fad 

spark -les of Rol - den splen 

tal - isman's i^jitt' - ring: glo 



ed, That, ev-en in sorrow, were sweet? Does 

dour All ov-er the sur - face shine? But, 

ry Has hopebeenthat bird to thee? On 
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f 



^ 



H 



<ff|. F 1 1 p i 



M 



lib 



iZTLX? 



m 



^ 




^ 



i 



fe 
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Then, 



t=i 



^=K 



Time with his cold wintf with 

if in pur-suit we ro deep 

branch af-ter branch a - li^ht 



er Each feel- inf^ that once was dear? — Then, 

er, Al- hired by the Rleamthat shone, — Ah! 

intr The Rem did she still dis - play,— — And, when 
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falso as the dream of the slee - per, Like Love, the bright ore is gone, 
near- est and most in - vit - ing,Then waft the fair gem a - way? 
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4,If thus the younfChours have fleet -ed, When sorrowit-self louk'd 
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bright; 
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If thus the fa ir hop(» hath cheat - ed, That led thee a - long so 
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light; 



If thus the cold world now with - er Each feel -ing that onoe was 
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dear: Come,(hild of mis -fortune, come hith - er, 111 weep with thee, tear for tear. 
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NO, NOT MORE WELCOME. 

(AIR. LUGGELAW.) 



VOICE. 



Andante. 



PIANO. 




wel - come the fai - rv num -bers Of mu-sic fall on the sleep - er's 



wel - come the fai - ry 
com - fort! 'twas like the 



num -bers Of mu-sic fall on the sleep - er's 
steal - inp: Of summer wind through some wreath- cd 
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ear, When, half a - wak - ing from fear -ful slum -bers, He thinks the 

shell, Bach se-cret wind - inp, each in -most feel - ing Of all my 
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^ 



JU ': i 



full quire of heav'n is near, Than came that 

soul echo - ed to its spell! 'Twas whis - perd 



^ . — ^^s 

r LT i 



voice when, all for- 
biilm, 'twas sun - shine 
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sa - ken, This 
spo - ken. I'd 



w 
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heart lon^ had sleep -in^ lain, 
live years of grief and pain 



Nor thought its 
To have my 
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cold pulse would ev - er wa - ken To such be 

long sleep of sor-row bro - ken By such be 



nign bles.sed sounds a 
nign bles-sed sounds a 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. 



WHEN FIRST I MET THEE. 

(AIR. PATRICK PLY FROM MB.) 



Allegretto. 



^ 



f- 

i <g'i,i 1 



^^ 




f 



^=^ 



^^ 



MP 



1. >Mien 
3. When 

3. E'en 

4. And 



3^ 



f 



^ 



^^^m 



^^ 



^ 



^ 



first I met thee, warm and young, There shone such truth a - 

eT* - ry tongue thy fol - lies named, I fled th'un - wel - come 

now, though youth its bloom has shed, No lights of age a 

days may come, thon false one! yet, \Mien e'en those ties shall 



bout thee. And 
sto - ryj Or 
dorn thee: The 
se - ver; Wlien 




^^ 



: g i r g c 



f/jf 



^ 



on thy lip such 
found, in e'en the 

few, who loved thee 
thou wyt call, with 



pro-ipise hung, I did not dare to 

faults they blamed,Some gleams of f u - ture 

once have fled, And they who flat - ter 

vain re - gret. On her thouist lost for 



doubt thee. I 

glo - ry. I 

scorn thee. Thy 

ev - er; On 




I' iU 



I fft C 1 1 ^ : 



^ F' c g c I c F r r 'r' g ^ ci r r p^g g 



saw thee change, yet still re - lied, Still clung with hope the 

still was true, when nea - rer friends Con -spired to wrong, to 

mid -night cup is pledged to slaves, No ge - nial ties en 

her who, in * thy for - tunefe fall, With smiles had still re 



fon . der, And 

slight thee; The 

wreath it, The 

ceived thee, And 
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thouffht,thoupJi false to 
heart, that now thy 
smi - lin^ there, like 
glad - 1}' died to 



I 



all be - side, From me thou couldst not 

false -hood rends, Would then have bled to 

light on graves. Has rank cold hearts be 
prove thee all Her fan - cv first be 



wan - der. 
right thee, 
neath it. 
lieved thee. 



w 



^ 




^ 



^ 



^ 



1 



f 



But go, de - cei - ver! go, The 



m 



But 
But 
Go, 
Go, 



de - cei - ver! go. The heart whose hopes could make it 

go, de - cei - ver! go. Some day, per - haps,thou'lt wa - ken 

go, though' worlds were thine, I would not now sur - ren - der 

go, 'tis vain to curse, 'Tis weak - ness to tfp - braid thee; 




^ 



^m 






break" 



Trust one so false, so low, De - serves that thou shouldst break" it* 

From plea-sure's dream to know The grief of hearts ifor - sa - ken. 

One taint - less tear of mine For all thy gull - ty splen - dour! 

Hate can - not wish thee worse Than guilt * and shame have made thee. 
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WHILE HISTORY'S MUSE 



(AIR PADDY WHACK.) 



Allegro 



VOICE. 



l l 'II lU^ t 



PIANO. < 



^ / 



i^tC: 



1. While 
a. "Hail, 
8. "Yet 
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m^ 



"^m 



^m 



Hi-sto-rys Muse the me - mo -rial was keeping^ Of all that the dark hand of 

Star of my Isle! "said the Spi-rit, all sparkling \Mth heamssuch as break from her 

still the last crown of thy toils is re-main-ing. The grandest, the pur - est, e'en 
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^^E 
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De - sti - ny weaves, Be - side her the Ge - nins of 
own de-wy skies "Throngh a - ges of sor-row, de 
thou hast yet known; Though proud was thy task o - ther 



Er - in stood weep-ing, For 
ser - ted and dark-ling, iVe 
nations en - chain-ing, Far 
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^ 
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cresc. 



^^ 
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But 
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-m W 

hers was the sto - ry that blot - ted the leaves. But oh! how the tear in her 

watch'i for some glo - ry like thine to a - rise. For though He -roes I've num-berli,un - 
prou - der to heal the deep wounds of thy own. At the foot of that throne for whose 
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eye-lids grewbright,Wnen,^ af - ter whole pa - ges of sor- row and shame,She saw 

blest was their lot, And un - hallow'd they sleep in the crossways of Fame; But 
weal thou hast stood, Go, plead for the land that first crad- led thy fame, And 



^ 



^^ 



t 



^ 



=f=T 



r^} 



&tf^ 
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Tf=^ 



Hi - sto -ry write, With a pen - oil of light That il - lum'd thewhole vol- ume, her 
oh! there is not One dis - ho - nouring blot On the wreath that en-circ-les my 
bright o'er the flood Of her tears and her blood. Let the rain - bow of Hope be her 
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Wei- ling-tons name! 
Wel-Hng-ton's name! 
Wei -ling-ton's name!*' 
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THE TIME rVE LOST IN WOOING. 

(AIR. PEASE UPON A TRENCHER.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



Allegretto le^giero, 



^m 






^P 



^ 



^m 



^^ 



^^ 



^ 



m^ 



^^ 



i ^ £ ^ 



//(/* 
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^ 



1. The time Vxe lost in woo 

2. Her smile when Beau- ty jjjran 
8. Ami are those iol - lies j^o 



inff, In 
terl, I 
injf ? And 
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f» — K 
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atsz 



watrh - in^ and pur - su 
hutiin^ with Raze en - chan 
is my proud heart jcrow 



in^' The lijj:ht that lies In wo - man's eyes, Has 
ted, Like him the Sprite WTiom maids by ni^ht Oft 
in^ Too rold or wise For bril - liant eyes A - 
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been my heart's un - do - 
meet in ficlen that's haun - 
fcain to set it jpclow - 



- inp:.Thoup:h Wis-dom oft has sought me, i 

- ted. Like him, too, Beau -ty won me, Bnt 

- infz:? No vain, a - las! thVn - dea - - vonrFrom 




^ 



J I I | M ' I* 



rs 



m 



^ 



s ■ 



scorn'd the love she brought me. My on - ly books Wore wo -man's looks, And 
white her eyes were on me, If . once their ray Was tnrn'd a - way, Oh! 

bonds 80 sweet to se - ver; Poor Wis - dom^ chance A - g^ainst a glance Is 
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^^ 
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fol - ly's all they've taught me. 
winds could nut out - run me. 
now as weak as ev - er. 
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OH, WHERE'S THE SLAVE, 

(AIR. DOWN BESIDE ME.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



$ 



Allegretto maestoso. 
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1. Oh, 

2. Less 
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^^^ 



Where's the slave so 
dear the lau - rel 



$ 



low - ly Con 
^row - ing:, A 



(iemnM 
live, 



to chains un - 

un - touch'd, and 



^ 
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Vif 



m 
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ho 
blow 



could he burst His 
that whose braid Is 



bonds 
pluck'd 



at first, Would 
to shade The 
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pine be - neath them 

brows with Vic - tVy 



slow - ly? WTiat 
^low - inj2f. We 



soul, whose wronjcs de - 
tread the land that 
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p:rade__ it, Would 
bore OS, Her 



wait till time de - cay'd it, When 

green flag glit - ters o'er us, The 
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thus its wing At 
friends weVe tried Are 



once may spring To the throne of Him who made it? 
by our side, And the foe we hate be - fore us. 




Lento. 



lm 



■' j' l J J J J' I J 




Fare -well, Er - in, fare -well all, Who live to. 
Fare -well, Er - in, faro -well all, Who live to, 



weep our fall, 
weep our fall. 
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COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 

(AIR. LOUGH SHEELING.) 



VOICE. 



Andante tranquillo. 



PIANO. 



^ 



^^^F 



1 
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j^ 
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1. Come, 

2. Oh! 




f f LJ 



r 
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:& 
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rest in this bo - Rom, my 
what was love made for, if 



own stri - cken deer, 
'tis not the same 



Though the 
Through 





herd have fled from thee, thy home is stiff here: 

joy and through tor - ment, through glo - ry and shame? 



Here 

I 




still is the smile that no cloud can o'er - cast, 

know not, I ^sk not, if guilt's in that heart, 



And a 
I but 
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heart and a 
know that I 



hand all thy own _ 

love thee, what - ev - 



-a — 

to 'the Idst. 
- er thou art. 
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8. Thou hast call'd me thy An -gel in 
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moments of bliss, And thy An - g-el 111 be, 'mid the hor-rors ot 
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this, Through the fur - nace, un - shrink-iug, thy steps to pur 
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rail. 
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/TN. 



sue. And shield thee, and save thee, or. 
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"ST 



pe - rish thore too. 
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'TIS GONE, AND FOR EVER, 

(AIR. "SAVOURNEEN DEELISHr) 



Adagio 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 







lijajht we saw break- iup:, Like Heaven's first dawn o'er the sleep of the dead, When 
g:lo-ries were dart - injJC A-'rouudthee through all thep:ross clouds of the world; When 



jjj^ J] ■* 
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Man, from the slum-ber oi a- p^es a - wak - inp:,LookVi up.ward,andbless«ithe pure 
Truth, from her fet - trrs in - di^-nant-ly stait-ing, At once, like a Sun- burst,her 




m 



^^ 



and the ; 



glLTC; 



^ 



ray, ere it fl^d. 'Tis gone and the gleams it has left of its burn - ing But 
ban-ncr un-furl'd. Oh! ne - ver shall eartn see a mo-ment so splen - did^Jhen 



1 1' mi j^ 



I* 
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crest. 
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r r-f f 
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e^ 



^ 



^ 



^f=V 



dee - pen the lon^ ni^ht of bondafcc ami moiirii-iii^, That dark o'er the kingdoms of 
then hdd one Hymn of I)e - li - ver-ance blend- ed The tongues of all na-tions,how 



r .1 i J ^ 



/Ts 



^n 
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-% a 



Ji m. 



dim. 



^^'' F p r ^ 
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earth is re - turn - in^, And dark-est of all, hap-less Er - in oer thee, 
sweet had as - cen - ded The first note of Li - ber- ty, Er - in from thee! 
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n Tr-CfP:\ 
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Poco pill mosso. 



'^ -' J ' r :'-w 
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^? 



3. But shame on those ty - rants, who 
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en- vied the bless -ing! And shame on the lig^ht race un - wor - thy itsj^ood, \Mio,at 
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Deaths reek-iu^ al - tar, like fu - ries ca - ress - ing: The yoiiiip: hope of Free.doni,bap- 



f=g trfrrf"-^i?Tii riT^:^ 
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^'lAArhiJ^ ^^ > ' 



yyy ' tf 



/I Tempo I. 



-f^i r -I J I r r g rTTTim"gT ; 



tized it in blood! Then va- flish'd for ev - er that fair, sun-ny vi - siou, Which, 

-0- — !•— 
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fJ?^ 



t- P- 



I'^^^f 
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^j— ^— ^ 
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^^^ 



pennnte 






spite of the sla-Vish, the coldheartls de- ri - sioii, Shall lonjj: be re -mein-ber(1,pure, 






k')' J' f f r f . 
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bright, and e - ly - sian, As first it a - rose, my lost 
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I SAW FROM THE BEACH. 

(AIR. MISS MOLLY.) 
Allegretto. 



189 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



j^\H\ I 



poco rit. a 



I ^ 1 f J' I 
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^ 
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p 



JhKn 1 



JTTnTJT^ 
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tempo 
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saw from the beach, when the morn-ing^ was shin - injj:, A bark oVr the wa - ters move 
such is the fate of our life's ear-ly pro-mise, So pass-ing the spring^tide of 
tell me of glo-ries, s<r-reiie-ly a.dorn-ing The close of our day, the calm 
who would not wel- come that moment^ re - turn - ing:, When pas -sion first waked a new 







glo-riously on,* I came ^en the sun o'er that beach was de-clin-ingf, The 

joy we haveknown£ach uave.that we danced on at morn -ing, ebbs from us. And 

eve of our night: Give me back,giire me back the wild fresh-ness of Mom-ing, Her 

lifethiougjbhis frame,Andhis soul like the wood that grows pre-cious in bumping Oaye 




i fV J. .^JJ J j-U: J J J. i 



r^ 



bark was still there, but the wa - ters were gone. 

leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore a - lone. 

clouds and her tears are worth Evening^ best light. 

out all its s^-eets to love's ex - qui- site flame! 



a tempo 
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FILL THE BUMPER FAIR. 

(AIR. BOB AND JOAN.) 
Allegro. 



VOICE 



PIANO 




Fill the buii\-per fair! Ev'- ry drop we sprink-le Oer the brow of Ci 
2. Sa - p^es can, they say, Grasp the lig:ht-ninp's pi-nions, And bringdown its ray 
'^ ..>Vouldst thou know what first Made our souls in- he - rit This en - nob -ling thirst For 




^ 



W 




^y* F *i ^^^ 



^ 



Smooths a - way a wrink-ie. Wit's e - le< 



( 



Smooths a - way a wrink-fe. ^ Wit's e - lec-tric flame Ne'er so swift -ly pas - ses, 

From the starrJido - mi-nioiis: So we, Sa-ges, sit And 'mid bumpers bright'ning 

wine^ ce - les-tial spi -rit? It rhau-ced upon that day, When, as bards in - for m us. Pro- 

=1= 




F F r ^'. J l J, J J ]■ J Jl J*' JJ J' J 



the 



As when through the frame 
From the heaven of Wit 
me-theus stole a -way 



1 .r j I ; 



It shoots from brimming glas-ses. 
Draw down all its lightning. 
The liv - ing fires that warm us, 



Fill the bum-per fair! 
Fill the bum-per fair! 
Fill the bum-per fair! 
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Ev'- ry drop we sprinkle 
Ev' - ry drop we sprinkle 
Ev'- ry drop we sprinkle 



Oer the brow of 
O'er the brow of 
Oer the brow of 



Care Smooths 
Care Smooths 
Care Smooths 



a - way a ^Tinkle, 
a - way a wrinkle, 
a - way a wrinkle. 
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4. The care- Irss Youth, whfMi iip To 
6. Some drops were in that bowl, Re - 




Glo- ry's fount as ^- pir - injf, Took nor urn nor cup To hide the pil-feril fire in. But 
lains of last nights plea- sure,\Nilh which the Sparks of Soul Mix'd their burn-inp treasure. 




"^ 



f»h! hi<: tnv' whoii. r/miiH Th<* hrjilw ^if t«Aa _ T^nn c«i^ 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



1*==?: 



oh! his joylwheu, round The halls of hea- ven spy-inp:, A - monf^the stars he found A 
Hence the |rob-lets showei Hath such spells to win us; Hence its mig:h-ty power 




*: 



bowl of Bacchus ly - in^. Fill the buni-per fair! 
O'er that flame with- in us. Fill the bum-per fair! 



Ev'-ry drop we sprinkle 
Ev'-ry drop we sprinkle 






^ J 1 J — ^ ^ 



^ 



4» ^-j^/j \i}inH 



n\ 



O'er the brow of Can- Smooths a -way a wrinkle. 
Oer the brow of Care Smooths a-wav a wrinkle. 
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DEAR HARP OF MY COUNTRY. 

(AIR. NEW LANGOLEE.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



Andante non troppo mosso. 



r\ 



m 



^ 




m 



r\ 



m 



^M 






W/l 



r N r 



1. Dear 

2. Dear 



j'^i^jiT^'' 
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p 



^3 



*n ! i *i *i ig *i tJ 13-^ 
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^ 



f 



E 



N K 



^ 



^^ 



r g g g 



Harp of my Goun-try! in dark-ness I found thoe, The cold chain of si-lencehad 
Harp of my Coun-try! fare - ^ell to thy num-b£^rs, This sweet ^reathof sop^ is the 



f 



* 



=^=T 



1 1 



^ 



? 



^ 



gn^ 1 1 '{ 



=f=^ 



s 



g^or? 



¥ 



^^ 



\ N h 



N - N 



j i J- J ^ 



f 



f 



P=/ 



hun^ o'er thee long, When proud- ly, my own Is - land Harp, I un -bound thee, And 
last we shall twine! Go, sleep with the sun -shine of Fame on thy slum-bers, Till 
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^^ 



ffave all thy chords to li^ht, free -dom, and sonff! The warm lay of love and the 
tourh'd by some haud less un - wor- thy than mine: If the pulse of the pa- tri-ot, 



i 



i 
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> _N 



i 



^ 



^ 
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3^: 



^^ 



^=^ 
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S^ 
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p 
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cresc^ 
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==F=T 
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^F=^ 



/?\ 



^— -y 



i 



> [^ 



f 



f 



¥ 



Vt=¥ 



k 1^ 



lijj^ht notp of ^lad-ness Have wak - erfd thy fond - est, thy live - li -est thrill; But so 
sol- difT, or lo - ver, Have IhrobbM at our lay, 'tis thy p^lo - ry a -lonej It was 



^P 



^ 



i 



n\ 



^m 



^5E 



^^E 



e^ 



^ ^-^-nJ 



w 



Cs 



/f/>/<r 



^^m 



1 1 



^. 



f^^ 



^ 



N N 



J J J F g 



¥=» 



oft hast thou e - choed the deep sip^h of sad-ness, That ev^ in thy mirth it will 
but as the wind, pass-ing heed- less -ly o - ver, And all the wild sweet-ness I 




t 



i 



rs 



steal fron) thee still, 
wakrd was thy own. 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. ^ 



^m 



MY GENTLE HARP. 

(AIR. THE CAOINE OR DIRGE.) 
Leqto assai. „ 



f=^ 



H fl N 



TTf- 



i 



f 



1. Myg^en-tle Harp! once more 
3. And yet, sinre last thy chord re 
8. Then who ran ask for notes of 



^ 



^m 






f^^^ I j^^^ 



^^ 






yir 



," :TF 



CEcUJ en 



B 



^ 



^^ 



jcitt 



waken 1 tie sweetness of thy slumbVinf^ strain? In tears our last farewell was taken, And mm- in 

sounded An hour of peace and tri- umph came, And many an ar - dent bosom bounded >Mthbope8that 

pleasure,My drooping harp! from chords like thine? A- las, the lark's p^ay morning measure As ill would 



n 



:tr: 
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3=:C= 



& N 
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j'ljt 1 I 



^# 



^ 



tp'J^ 
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^^ 



If l^**! ^ 



^ 



fe 



.^^ ^-1y 






^^ 



¥=* 



tears we meet a - srain. No hVht of joy hath o'er thee broken, But liketbosehaqjs whose hea^'hly 
now aretum'd to shame. Yet e- ven then, while F^ace\iassing;inp: Her halcyon son^ o'er land and 
suit the 8wanJ»de -dine! Or how shall I, who love,who bless thee,Invoke thy breath for freedom^ 





^^C *i *i J 



^^"F^ 
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eyi>s. f 1 F *» \ ^ 



> fair fci »i fc 



i 



^ 



^i:*i *t 



'l*"^ T 1 




skill Ofslav'ry, dark as thine, hath spoken, Thou hanjjck up -on the wil- lows still. 

sea. Though joy and hope to o - thersbrin^n^,She on- ly broup:ht newtears to thee. 

strains,W'henevbthe wreaths in which I dress thee, Are sad - ly mix'd, half floui^half chains. 



k^f^ 
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4. But come, if yet' thyframecan borrowOoebreathof 




|i|i'i r^M .11.1 I.J J J -IT' Ei.j MJ LIE 



joy. oh,breathe for me, And show the world, in chains and sor-row, How sweet thy 




|i!i''i i^^r .fij 1 1 j, i^irniuMj jj 



mu - sic SI 11 can be; 



How^ai - ' evVi \nid gloom snrroundinf Thoo yet canst 




P'^' J #, ^ij>grg i r^^rfrgi r.i ^j iiTjn j 



wake at pleasure's thrill. LikeMemnon'sbro - ken image,soQnding'Midde8o - la - tiontunefnl 



^^^ 
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pP pp pC[ I ^^^ 
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still. 
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IN THE MORNING OF LIFE. 

(AIR. THE LITTLE HARVEST ROSE.) 



voidE. 



PIANO. 



Moderate. 



<^ r ' |; 



1. Inthi 






the morn-in^ .of life, when its 
2. When we see the first glo - r y of 
8. In climes full of sun - shine though 




J 1. M £ijNL6 l'l I U MM f n J. J 



cares are un - known, Anri its plea - suresin all their new lus - tre bo-g:in, When ^f" 
youth pass us by, Like a leaf on the stream that will ne - vcr re-turn; When our 
splen - did the flowVs Their sighs havnno fresh-ness, their o . dour no worth.Tis the 



^ 



^m 



1^1^ ^H'i 



w 



r r 



m 



r uj 



r r C.J 



w 



^ 



^ 



JjJv JTi'J i j gg r ^ir/T ; g 



f% K 



live in^ a bright beaming; world of our own, And the lig:ht that surrounds us is 
cup, which had spar -'kled with plea -sure so hip:h* First tastes of the o - then the 

cloud and the mist of our own Isle of ShowVs That call the rich spi - rit of 




r Us 
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L^ J'J tj I Q-n-TJ ; J I j^CXZIg 



all from with- in; Oh 

dark flow- inj2C urnj Then 

fra - pran - cy forth. So 



'tis not," be - Ueve me, iu that hap-py time We can 
then is the time when af - fee - tionhoids sway, With a 
'tis not Wd 8plen-dour,pro8 . pe - ri -ty, mirth,That the 



JJi3 i?i 



^j^i f^U I W'^LL 



^" 



s 



m 



^ 



4 jjj'jcjji- i jijjjni ^' '' 4^ 



^ 



love as in hours of less trans-port we may; Of our smiles, of our hopes 'tis the 
depth and a ten - der-ness joy ne - ver knew,- Love, nurs'd a - mon^i^ plea - sures, is 
depth of Love's ge - ne-rous spi - rit ap-pearsjTo the sun -shine of smiles it may 



m 



^^ 



^'^J^l|/'r'i J 



r 



«=? 



[ri r r ^ 



w 



P 



r ~— g r 



:c\ 



^ 



■ jp 



g^ 



f^ — K 



s 



r^j^ 



i 



Ni_l 



azz=!z=i 



g:ay sun-ny prime, But af 
faith - less as they, But the 
first owe its birth. But the 



-^ — •!- 

fee - tion is. tru - est when those fade a - way. 

love born of sor - row, like sor - row, is true, 

soul of its sweet- ness is drawn out by tears. 
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AS SLOW OUR SHIP. 

(AIR. THE GIRL I LEFT BEHIND xME.) 
Allegro assai. 




VOICE'. 



PIANO 



i 



1. As slow our • ship her foa - my trark A - ffainst the wind was 

2. When round the bowl of va - nish'd years We talk, with joy - oos 




c5H^ I CJ "^ cj O I -? ^ J ^^^1T57 



cleav - injc, Her tremblinj^ pen - nant 
seem - iiig:, With smiles that might as 



still look'd back To that dear isle 'twas 
well be tears, So . faint, so sad their 






^^ 



i ii 



m 




^ 



^ 



m 



f 



cresc. 



w 



^ 



the 



leav - inp. So UmXh we part from 

beam - ing; While mem'-ry brings us 



all we love, From all the links that 
back a - gain Each , ear - ly tie that 




r f.ii \ i i^Qn \ i7:}fi' \ ij^f)' \ } j-a 



bind us; So turn our hearts as on we rove To those weVe left be - hind us. 

twitted us, Oh, sweets the cup that circ - les then To those weVe left be - hind us. 
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P^ 



i n\ii 
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rs 



S 
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^f}.} \ n^fl\Q fTri fi n fl ni^ 



climes^^emeftSomeisle or vale en - chaut-inp:, Where all looks flowVy, wild and sweet.And 
back at eve^'heneast-^^'ard darkly ^o - in^r, To g:aze np - on that lif^ht they leave Still 



m 



! 



^ 



mWUi 
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m 



^m 



^ 



^^ 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



cresr. 



«=P 



^^ 



P P 



f 



5t=K 



^ ^ ^ 



nought but love is want- inj?,- We think how ffreat had been our bliss, If Heavn had but as - 
faint be - hind them glow - ing; So. when the close of pleasure's day To ^loom hath near con ■ 




i 



H-tfiQ'0 &-gi-g-g; j' l ^^ jj-ij j^i 



sign'dus, To live and die in scenes like this,Wlth sOme we've left be- hind us. 
sign'd us, We turn to catch one fa - ding ray Of joy that^ left be - hind us. 
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WHEN COLD IN THE EARTH, 

(AIR, LIMERICK^S LAMENTATION.) 
Lento assai. 



VOICE. 




PIANO. 



1. When" rold in the 

2. From thee and thy 
8. Andthougb some -times the 




earth lies the friend then hast loTed, Be his faults and his fol - lies for 
in - no- cent beau-ty first came The re - veal-in^s that taup:ht him true 
shade of past iq} - ly would rise, And though False-hood a - gain would al - 




got by thee then; 
Love to a - dore, 
lure him to stray, 



Or if from their slum-ber the veil be re - 

To feel the bright pre-sence, and turn him with 

He but tum'd to the glo - ry that dwelt in those 




moved, Weep o'er them in 
shame Froin the i - dols he 
eyes, And the fol - ly, the 



si - lence, and close it a 
bUnd -ly had knelt to be 
false -hood, soon va - nish'd a 



eram. 

fore. 

^•ay. 



And} 
Oer the 

As the 
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oh! if His pain to re - mem-ber how far 

waves of a life lon^ be - nig:ht-ed and wild. 

Priests of the Sun, when their al - tar p:rew dim, 



From the path -ways of 
Thou cam'st, like a 
At the day -beam a ■ 






m 




^ iju 



T^Sf 



{ 



^^ 



^m 



i^ 

^ 




lip^ht he was 
soft g:ol - den 
lone rould its 



tempt - ed 

ralm o'er 

lus - tre 



to 
the 
re 



roam, 
sea J 
pair, 



Be it 
And if 
So, if 



bliss to re - 
hap - pi - ness 
vir - tue a 



f ^jjjjj 




i 



m 



1^^ 



^m 



i J '*'- 



£ 



i 



P 



£ 




mem-ber that thon wert the star That a rose on his dark -ness and 

pure-ly and fz^lo - wing-ly smiled On his ey'-ning"ho ri - zon, the 

mo - ment ffrew Ian - guid in him. He but flew to that smile, and re - 




guid - ed him 
lig^ht was from 
kind - led it 



home, 
thee, 
there. 
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REMEMBER THEE 

(AIR. CASTLE TIROWEN.) 



Andante espre&isivo 



VOICE 




PIANO 



yes, while there'^ life in this heart, It shall ne - ver for - g"et thee, all 

wish thee, Rreat, p:lo-rious, and free — First flo - wer of the earth, and first 




tH; n J Ip ^a 



F'' tij- 



w 



^m 



rrcsT. 



i J Jp\rsi ^ 



^ J JZU 



More^ 



lorn as thou art; 
^em of the sea, 



lore^ dear in thy sor-row, thy e:loom,and thy 
I niig:ht hail thee with proud -er, with haj* pier 



^ 



^ 






i^ 



^P 



J! 1 j 



rreWi 



¥ 



P 



P 



^ 



^ 



^^ 




showers. Than the rest of the world in their sun - niest hours*. 

brow. But, oh! could 1 love thee more decp-ly than now? 
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pty motmo 
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^^ 
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1^=^ 



chains . 



as they ran 



kle, thy blood as it 



runs, But 



J-) j-h j^ "I I J** J 
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hearts, like the younfc of the 



de - sert - birds 



nest, 



Drink 
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WREATHE THE BOWL, 

(AIR. NORAH KISTA.) 



VOICE 



PIANO. 



Allegretto vivace 




i 



^ 



r p r F I ' r r g I r F r? = f 



w 



1. Wreathe the bowl With flowVs of soul The bright -est wit can find us; Well 

nee - tar fed Of old, 'tis said Their Ju - nos, Joves, A - pol - los; And 
why did Time His glass sub -lime Fill up with sands un - sight - ly, When 



il 



fc 



^ 



$ 



^m 



^ii r 



^ 



*i *i r 
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m 



1 *i t* 



^^ 



i 



^s. 



$ 



111*. 



^^ 



^ 



* 



^m 



t i ^ ; 



^^ 



::\r : 



s. 



take ,a flight Tov^rds h'^avn to-night, And leave dull earth be hind us! Should 
man may brew His nee- -tar too. The rich re - ceiptk as fol - lows: Take 
wine, he knew, Runs bris -ker through,And sparkles far more bright - ly? Oh, 



m 



*i 1 t* 



i 



^^ 
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(^^ i 
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WE 
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p *1 *l J*l s 



^ *i r 



^E 



tf'-fj g J J' l Jj I M ir/g gLjiU^4 j 



/ 



Love a -mid The wreaths be hid That Joy, th'en - chan - ter brings us, No 

wine like this, Let looks of bliss A - round it well be blond - ed; Then 

lend it us. And, smil - ing thus, The glass in two we'll se - ver. Make 

K 
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CN ff 



l^l^'T/c J-^n^n7 i f?r rrr i T ^ 



dan - ger fear, While wine is near, We'll drown him if he stings us; Then 
bring: wit's beam To warm the stream, And there's your nee -tar, splen - did! So 
plea - sure ^lide In dou - ble tide. And fill both ends for e - vtr! Then 



i 



« 



, „„„„.., r:> 



^^ 



nif 



^H' \jl2 g 
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e 11r I 
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r g r g M g r g i r 



^ 



^ 



wreathe the bowl With flow'rs of soul, The bright - est wt can 
wreathe the bowl With flow'rs of soul, The bright - est wit can 
wreathe the bowl With flow'rs of soul, The brifi^ht - est wit can 



find 
find 
find 



us; Well 
us; We'll 
us; We'll 



$ '^ J J J J J ■ 



J^ J J J 
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Fir" F^^'i 
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^^ 



take a flight Towards heav'n to-night. And leave dull earth be - hind 
take a flight Towards heav'n to - night. And leave dull earth be -. hind 
take a flight Towards heav'n to - night. And leave dull earth be -^ hind 



^ 



i 



us. 
us. 
us. 
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WHENE'ER I SEE THOSE SMILING EYES. 

(AIR. FATHER QUINN.) 
Lento assai. /// ^ 



VOICE 




PIANO 



e'er 1 see those smil-ing eyes, So full of hope, and joy. andli^ht, As 

time will come with all it^ blip:hts, The rui - ned hope, the friend un- kind, And 




if no cjoud coold e - verrise, To dim a heav'nso pure -lybrij^ht, I sigh to think how 
love,that leave8,wher - e'er it light8,A chilPdor bum-inf^ heart br-hind:Whileyouth,that now like 




soon that brow In grief may lose its ev» - ry ray, And that lightheart so joy-ous now, Al- 
snow appears, Ere sul-lied by the darkening rain,W he|i oncenis tonchMby soVrowVtears, Can 




$ 



.m., I 



^m 



m 



r> 



most for- get it once was gay. 
ne-ver shine so bright a-gain. 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. 



IF THOU'LT BE MINK 

(AIR. THE WINNOWING SHEET.) 



^ 



Allegro. 
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i ^S>> II J. ff J. 



ifldfH^i 
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1. If thotflt be mine, the treasures of air, Of earth and sea, shall 
8. Bright flowers shall bloom wher-e -ver we rove, A voice di-vine shall 
8. And thonghtSfWhose source is hid-den and high, Like stream8,that come from 




^^''1,^ c g J- f ^ \f^n i \ o ^ ( '^ t m 



lie at thy feet: What - e-ver in Fan - cy's 
talk in each stream, The stars shall look like 
hea - ven -ward hills, shall keep our hearts like 



eye looks fair, Or in 
worlds of love, And this 
meads that lie To be 




Hope^s sweet mu - sic sounds most sweet, Shall be ours, if thou wilt be mine, love! 
earth be all one beau-ti-ful dream Incur eyes, if thou wilt be mine, love! 
bathed by those e - ter - nal rills, E-ver green, if thou wilt be mine, love! 
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4. All this and more the 
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Spi-rit of Love Can breathe o'er them who feel bis spells; That b'^aven, which forms his 
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home above, He can make on earth, wher - e-ver he dwells, As thoult own, if thou wilt be 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. 



§^i 'i 



TO LADIES' EYES. 

(AIR. FAUGH-A-BALLAGH.) 
Allegretto vivace. 
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l.To Ladies' eyes a 
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round, boy, We can't refuse, we can't refuse; Though bright eyes so a - bound, boy, 'Tis 
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hard to nhoose,»tis hard to choose. For thick as stars that light- en Yon ai-r y bow'rs,yon ai-r y bowVs,The 
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50untles9 eyes that brigh- ten This earth of oars, this eartli of ours.But fill the cap Wherrfer, boy, Our 
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choicemaj'falljour choice may fell,We're sure to find Love there,boy. So drink them all] so drinkthemall! 
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/r\ Ppoco 
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lookR there are so 
some, as in a 



ho ' • ly, They seem but ^v^n, they seem but giv'n, As 
mir - ror, Love seems portray'd, Love seems portray'd; But 
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splen - did bea-cons 
shun the flatt'rinjz: 



sole - ly, To 
er - ror, 'Tis 



light to heaven, to 
but his shade, ^is 



li^ht to heav'n.^Tiile 
but his shade. Him - 
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some— oh! ne'er be - lieve them With temp - ting: ray, with temp - ting: ray, Would 
self has fixed his dwell - ing In eyes we know, in eyes we know, And 
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a tempo 
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lead us (God for 
lips -but this is 



give them!) The otb - er way, the 
tell -- lug, So here they go! so 



oth - er way. But 
here they go! Fill 
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fill the cup wher - e'er, boy, our choice may fall, our choice may fall. We're 
up, fill up wher - e'er, boy, our choice may fall, our choice may fall, We're 





sure to find Love there, boy. So 
sure to find Love there, boy, So 



drink them all! so 
drink them all! so 



drink them all! 
drink them aUI 
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FORGET NOT THE FIELD. 

(AIR. THE LAMENTATION OF AUGHRIM.) 



Andante non troppo mosso 



VOICE. 




PIANO. < 



1. For - get not the field where they 
Z. OhI could we from death but re- 
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pe-rishM The tru - est, the last of the brave, . 

CO - ver Those hearts, as they., bound - ed be - fore, 



All 
In the 




^ 



J j.jij J. j^ ^ 



^Nj-g i J 



gone and the bright hope they cherish'd Gone with them, and quetfcb'd in their grave, 
face of high Heav\i to fight o-ver That com-bat fur free - dom unce more; 




Poco piu mosso. 



^3E 



J. jij J ^J i r r CI 



3. Could the chain for an in-stant be 

4. But 'tis past, and, tho' blazon'd in 
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ri r ven Which Ty - - ran -ny flung round us then, 
sto - ry The name of our Vic - tor may be, 



No, 'tis not in 
Ac - curs'd is the 




i 



i 



^^ 
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^^ 



Man, nor in Heav-en, To let Ty - - ran -ny bind it a - gain! 
march of that glo - ry Which treads o'er the hearts of the free. 
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5. Far" dearer the grave or thepris-on, II 
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lumed by one pa - tri - ot name, 



Than the tro-phies of 
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THEY MAY RAIL AT THIS LIFE. 

(AIR. NOCH BONIN SHIN DOE.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



Allegretto vivace, 




j'll J' J' J J J* J i J F f 



I t I I f 



rail at this life, from the hour I be-f?au it, I found it a life full of 
Mer- cu-ry\? star, where each mo-meat can briujj^them New snu-shiue and wit from the 
star of the west, by whose shad- ow - y spleu-dour, At twi-li^;ht so of- ten we've 
those chiMy orbs on the verj^e of ore - a - tion,Where sun-shine and smiles must be 



#^ 



^ J ^ '■ J 



1 1 m ^S 
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i ^ *j *1 I* 



m f ^ *! f ^^ 



f ^ *i r =^ 



^^ 



i 



E 



; jj > > 



J!J!JU 
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kind - ness and bliss; And un - til they can show me some hap- pi- er pla-net, More 

foun - tain on high, Tho' the nj-mphs may have live - li - er po-ets to singthem,TheyVe 

roam'd thro* the dew. There are maia-ens per-haps,who have bo-somsas ten-der, And, 

e - 4ual - ly rare. Did they want a sup- ply of cold hearts for that sta-tion, Heav'n 
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i ii'j 



=T=T 
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so '. cial and brigtt, I'll con-tettt me with this. As loDK as the world has such 
none, e - ven there, mori' en- a-mour'd than I. And as long as this harp can be 
look, in their t\vi-iiKhts,as lov«^ - ly as you. But the'' they were e - ven more 
knows we have plen - t y on earth we could spare. Oh! think what a world we should 



I'W ^ ^ ' i 



/I •'»/ ■' 1 
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am g 1 C F - E j 
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e - lo-qnent eyes. As be- fore me this mo-menten - rap-tured I see, They may 
wa- kenHto love, And that vyv its di - vine in-spi - ra - tion shall be, They may 
brijijht than the queen Of that isle they in - ha - bit in heav- erk blue sea, As I 
have of it here. If the ha -tors of peace of af - fee -tion, and glee. Were to 




^n c c r^y c I E c c ^ g g I g J' l 



P 



say what they will of their orbs in tin' skies, But this earth is the plan-et for 

talk as they will of their R - dens a - bove. But this earth is the plan-et^ for 

nev - ^r those fair young ce — les-tials have seen. Why this earth is the plan-et for 

fly up to Sa - -turn's com-fort-lrss sphere, And leave earth to such spir- its as 




you, love, and me 
you, love, and me 
you, love, and me 
you, lov«,and me 
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OH FOR THE SWORDS. 

(AIR. UNKNOWN ORIGIN) 

Allegro iDoderato ma con fuoco. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 
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1. OJi for the swords of for - mer timel 

2. Oh for the kin^ v/ho flour- ish'd theu! 



Oh for the* men who bore them, When, 
Oh for the pomp that crown'd them, When 



^g^ nn m 
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('I'/g ^ t}4 J^ 



^^ 
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m 



arm'd for Ri^htjttiey stood su-blime, And 
hearts and hands of free-born men Were 



ty-r.intscrouch'd be - f(jre themi When 
all the ram - parts round them! When. 
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S m* 
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^ V 



free yet, ^re courts be-^an With hnn - ours to en - sl.ivo him, The 

safe built on bo - soms true. The throne was but the cen - tre, Round 
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J* p- g r r u g. g c r ^ m 



best hou,-oars worn by Man Were those which Vir - tne gave himl 

which Love a- cir - cle drew, That Trea - son durst not en - ter. 




jl ^' g 8 g t g F t I I F g g ^ 



Oh for the swords of for-mer time! Oh for the men who bore them, When, 

Oh for the kings who flouristfd then! Oh for the pomp that crown*d them. When 
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^ 



$ 



^^ 



f 



i^as 



^ >'• g' g E. g r c F^' g I g g g' ^ r ^ ^ 



armed for Rightythej stood sn-blime, And ty- rants crouch'd be - fore themi 
hearts and hands of free-born men Were all the ram - parts round them I 
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St SENANUS AND THE LADY. 

(AIR. THE BROWN THORN.) 
Andante con moto. 



St SKNANUH. 




isle, Un-ho-ly bark, ere morning smilej For on thy deck, thddarkit be, A female 




form I see; And I have sworn this sainted sod Shall ne'er by wo - man's feet be 




rrr 
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bark, Thro' wintry winds and bil-lows dark; 1 come with hom-ble heart to share Thy mom and 
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^ 



z^ 
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^ 



^^ 



w^ 



eve - ning prayer: Nor mine the feet, ohIHo-ly Saint, The brightness of the sod to 
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taint." 



TheLady^ prayer Se-nanus spur uM;Tfae winds blew 
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fresh, the bark re4urnM; But ie-gends hint, that had the maid Till morningU 




light 



de - lay'd: And giv*n the saint one ro - sy smile, She ne'er had 
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NEER ASK THE HOUR. 

(AIR. MY HUSBAND'S A JOURNEY TO PORTUGAL GONE.) 
Allegretto. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 







S 



1. Ne'er ask the hoar, what in it to us How Time deals oi^t his 

2. Young Joy ne^er thought of oona- tiag hours, Till Care, one sum-mer^s 




*i *i 1* 
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^ 



=^=f= 



treasures? The gol - den mo - ments lent us thus, Are not his coin, but 

morning, Set up, a - mong his smi-lingflowVs, A dial by way of 
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Pleasure's, 
warning. 



If counting them o'er could add to their blisses, I'd num-bereach glo-rious 
But Joy loved better to gaze on the sun, As long as its light was 
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1 ^ ir^'hw r gcg gir?^J'JU i' '-ic^-' 



se-cpnd; But mo- meats of joy are, like Les - bia'skis-ses Too quick and sweet to be 
glowing, Than to watcbwith old Care bow the shadowstoleoo, And how fast that light was 
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i: H 



3VJ J 



U - f r "f 



^ 



szm 



^ J j^ r 0-1 r /J j i jj/r -g i r J'-J 



reckoned. Then fill the cup! what is it to us How Time his cir - cle 

go.ing. So fill the cupl what is it to us How Time his cir - cle 
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^^ 
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^ J' J'"' Jir ^ J j i Qjf /?ir ^^ 



measures? The fai - ry hours we call up thus - bey no wand but 

measures? The fai - ry hours we call up thus - bey no wand bat 
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SAIL ON, SAIL ON. 

(AIR. THE HUMMING OF THE BAN.) 
Andante piacevole. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



pw^h 



k *n* 



LSail 
2.Sail 




S 



S 



^m 



on, sail on, thou f ear - less bark, Wber - e " - ver blows the wel - come wind, It 
on, sail on, thro' end - less space, Thro' calm, thro' tem - pest, stop no more; The 




can - not lead to scenes more dark, More sad, than those we 



Eac 



■ ■ 



can - not lead to scenes niore dark. More sad, than those we leave be-hind. Each 
stor - miest sea's a rest - in^ place To him who leaves such hearts on shore. Or 




wave that pas-ses seeo^s to say, ''Tho' death be - neath otur smile may be, Less 
if some dessert land we meet. Where nev - er yet false-heart* ed men Pro- 




cold we are, less false than they. Whose smiling .wrecked thy hopes and thee." 
faned a world, that else were sweet^Then rest thee, bark, bat not till then. 
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YES, SAD ONE OF SION. 

(AIR. I WOULD RATHER THAN IRELAND.) 
Lento ma non troppo. 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. 



P^'ff I 



^ 



f ^ TT 



1. Yes, 

2. Like 
8. Like 
4. Ah, 



^^^ 



^^3 



p arptxgiando 
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F^ 






^^ 



^ 



Qf f i r iiJiJ?ir frr? ! 



^ 



sad one of Si - on, if close -ly re - sem - bling, In shame and in 

thee doth our na - tion lie con - quei'd and bro - ken, And falln from her 

thine doth her ex -^ ile, 'mid dreams of re - turn - ing, Die far from the 

well may we call her, like thee, "the For - sa - ken',' Her bold - est are 




<'''r QJj i J f 1 



P 



^ 



r ^jj} 



t=d. 



sor - row, thy with- er'd - up heart 

head is the once roy - al crown; 

home it were life to be - hold; 

van - quish'd, her proud - est are slaves; 



drink-in^ deep, deep, of • the 

In her streets, in her halls, De - so - 

Like thine do her sons, in the 

And the harps of her min - strels,when 




same "cup of trem-blin^'Couldmakeus thy child- ren, our pa - rent thou art. 
la- tion hath spo-ken. And "while it is <iay yet, her sun hath gone down" 
day of their mourning. Re - mem-berthe bright things that blessb them of oldl ^ 
gay - est they wa - ken, W^ve tones in their mirth like the wind o - ver graves! 
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Piii mossQ. 
HiL 




^^\ r J J i r LTQir lj;? J? i r 



^m 



ven - geance, yet came fhere the mor - row, That shines out, at 

o . thers the proud Gold «- en Gi - ty Had hrimm'd full of 



^h Ih V ^ 




p\ r O^ i j r "^ iJ ^ J JiJ ■! n 



last, on the long * est dark . night, 

bit - ter - ness, drench'd her oim lips; 



IWhen the seep - tre, that 
And the world she had 
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smote thee with slav - 'rj and 
tram - pled on heard, with - out 



sor - row, Was 
pi - ty. The 



shi-vei^d at 

howl in her 



f" ' w\ 
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|rf^'|-frLiO i J.?JJ j j i i ' 



1 



once, like a reed in thy sight, 

halls, and the ory from her ships. 




Ancora piu mosso. 



tf^H F f 'Q; J i j j^gir J J i r rjft i rnrj^ 



7. When the curse Hea - ven keeps for the haughty came o - ver Her 
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5=-^^ 



y 
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■=i 



iffM. rallentando al/ine. 




merchants ra - pacious, her ru-lers im - just, And a ru-in, at last, for the 

eoUa voce 
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earthworm to co-yer, The La-dy of Kingdoms lay low in the dust. 
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DBINK OF THIS CUP 

(AIR. PADDY 0' RAFFERTY.) 



VOICE. 



piANa 



^ 



Allegro. 



I 



rs 



^ 



^^ 




^^i rrr r.xj 



^^ 



1. Drink of this cupj you'll 

2, Ne - ver was phil - tre 
/^8. And tho' perhaps but 
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g=^^ 



I 



*i ^ I* 



I 



111* 
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find there's a spell in Its 

form'dwith such pow - er To 

breathe it to no one Like 



ev - e - ry drop 'gainst the 
charm and be-wild - er as 
li - quor the witch brews at 



ills of mor- ta - li - tyj 
this we are quaffing** Its 
midnight so aw-ful, This 



Jij iJ j 
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iU^' ^ 
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Talk of the cor-dial that 
ma^ - ic be - gan when, in 
phil - tre in se - cret was 



spark-led for Helen! Her 
Au - tumifs rich hour, A 
first taught to flow on, Yet 



cup was a fie - tion, but 
har-vest of gold in the 
'tis - nt less po-tent for 
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this is re - a - li - ty. 
fields it stood laughing There 
be - ing un - law-ful. And, 



Would you for-get the dark 
hav- ing, by Na-turA en - 
e'en tho' it taste of the 



world we are in, Just 
chantmentybeen fill'd \^th the 
smoke of that flame, Which in 
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taste of the bub-ble that 

bakn and the bloom of her 

8i-lence ex - trac-ted its 



fleams on the top of itj 
kind- li - est wea.ther,This 
vir - tue for - bid- den, F'iU 



But wotdd you rise a - bove 
won - der - ful juice from its 
upl there's a fire in some 
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earth, till a - kin To Im - mor-tals themselves, you must 
core wasdis-till'd To en- li - yen such hearts as are 
hearts I could name,'Which may work too its charm, tho^ as 
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drain ev - *ry drop of it. 
here brougiit to-geth-er. Then 
law - less and hid- den. So 
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.Send round the cup! for 
drink of the cup! for 
drink of the cup! for 



^ 



^ 



oh there's a spell in Its 
oh there's a spell in Its 
oh there's a spell in Its 



e - ve - ry drop 'gainst the 
e - ve - ry drop 'gainst tlie 
e - ve - ry drop 'gainst the 
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ills of mor-ta - li 
ills of mor-ta - li 
ills of mor-ta - li 



ty,- Talk 
ty,- Talk 
ty,. Talk 



of the cor- dial that 
of the cor-dial that 
of the cor-dial that 



spark-led for He-len! Her 
spark-led for He-len! Hex, 
spark -led for He-len! Her 



m 



^^ 



a 



^ 



m r"^';r-'g 



t 



^ 



m 



^ 



^ 



^ 



l^=T( 



1 



/^ 



I 



^ 



■ ■ 



cup was a fio - tion, but this is 
cup was a fie - tion, but this is 
cup was a fie - tion, but this is 



re -a - li-ty. 
re-a - li-ty. 
re-a- li-ty. 
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THE FORTUNE TELLER. 

(AIR. OPEN THE DOOR SOFTLY.) 



Moderato assai 



£_ 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 




■r ril: 



I.D0WQ in the val-ley come 
2. But, for the world, let 
8. If at that hour the 
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meet me to - night, And Fll 

no one be nigh, Lest 

heaVns be not dim, My 



tell you your for • - tunc 

hap - ly the stars ^ould de 

Bci - ence shall call up be 
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1 



tru 

ceive 

fore 



ly 

me; 

you 



As ev - er was told, by the 

Such se - crets be - tween you and 

A male ap - par - i - - tion, the 




new mooifs liglit, To a young mai-den, shi-ning as new - ly. 
me and the s^y Should nev . er go far-ther, b^ - lieve me. 
im-age of him Whose des - ti - ny 'tis to a - dore you. 
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4. And if to that plian - - torn 

5. Down at your feet in the 

6. What- oth- er thoughts and e- 
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youll be kind, So fond - ly a - found you he'll 

pale moonlight, Hell kneel with a warmth of de 

vents may a - rise, As in des - ti - ny^s book I've .not 



ho - - ver. You'll 
vo - tion, An 

seen thf*m, Must 
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hard-ly, my dear, a - ny dif-fer-ence find,'Twixt him and a true liv - inj^ 
ar-dour, of which such an in - no -cent sprite You'd scarcely be - lieve had a 

on - Jy be left to the stars and your, eyes To set -tie, ere mor-ning, be • 
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lov - er. 

no - tion. 
tween them. 
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Oa YE DEAD! 

(AIR. A PLOUGH TUNE.) 



Lento soleHna 



VOICE. 



FlANO.^ 




Ohof' HeAdlOh, ye 
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move like men who live, Why leave you thus your g:rave8, lu far - off 
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seas Andwaves,Wherethewormandthesearbirdon-ly know your bed, To haunf this spot, where 







all Those eyes that wept your fall, And the* hearts that wailedyou like your own, lie deadi 
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sha - dows cold and wan; And the fair, and the brave whom we loved on 
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earth are gone, But still thus ev'n in death, So 



sweet 



the 
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li -vin^e: breath Of the fields and the flowVsin our youth we wan der'd o'er, That ere, con-demn'd,we 
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go, To freeze VnidHe-cla's snow, We would taste it a - while,andthinkwe live once more.) 
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O'DONOGHUE'S MISTRESS. 

(AIR. THE LITTLE AND GREAT MOUNTAIN.) 



Andante tranquillo. 



VOICE. 



PIANO.< 
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all the fair months, 

all the hright haunts, 



that 
where 



round 
day 



the Run 
lig^ht leaves 



In 
Its 
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light 
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ring smile 
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clcR run,, 
den eves, 



Sweet 
Fair 
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May, iiweet Mii}-, shine thou for me, 
lake, fiir lake, thou*rt dear - estto nie. 



Sweet May, shine thou for 

Fair lake thou'rt dear- est to 
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me; 

me; 



For still, when thy ear - li-est beams a - rise. That 
For when the last A - pril sun p^rows dim, Thy 
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youth,who be-neath 
Nai-ads pfe-pare 



the blue 
his steed 



hike lies, 
for him. 
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S^-eet May, sweet May, re ^ 

Who dwells, bright lake, bright 
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Animato. 
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3. Of all the proud steedSfthat p - ver bore Younj? 
4.^^11110,^^10 ;•« the sail some bark ua- furls, When 
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plu - m^d chiefs on sea or shore, White steed, white steed, most joy to thee. White 
new - ly launchM,thy long; mane curls, F^ir steed, fair steed, as white aadfree, Fkir 
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steed, most joy to theej 

steed, as white and free; 



Who still 
And spi 



with the first youn^ 

- rits from all the 




glance of spriiig". From un-der that fi^lo - rious lake dost bring My 
lake's deep bowers. Glide o'er the blue wave scatt' - ring flowers, A - 
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love, my chief, my love, my chief, my love re -turns to me. 
round, my love, a - round, my love, a - round my luvr and thee 



/ '''' JiiJjymia-uj 'JiiirJri 



^B 



''W lU 



^ 



i 



^ 



^ 



^m 






Digitized by 



Google 



Tranquillo. 



185 




^ 



^ 



^ 



J J' I ^ji^'^ r 



rj^>i r -P I r ^^ 



«=* 



all the sweet deaths that mai-dens die, Whose lo - vershe-neath the cold wave lie, Most 
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sweet, most sweet that death will be, most sweet that death will be, 



Which 
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un-derthe next May- eve -nin^bliKht,When thou and thy steed are lost to sig}it, Dear 
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love, dt-ar tovt^, Til die for thei*, Dear love, Til die for thee. 
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ECHO. 

(AIR. THE WREN.) 



Larghetto. 



VOICE. 




PIANO. 
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X 
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1. How sweet the an - swer 
2* Yet Love hath och - oes 
8. ^Tis when the sigh, in 
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E - cho makes Tn mn-sic at night, 

tru - er far, And far more sweet, 

youth sin- cere,. And on - ly then, 



When, roused by lute or 
Than eVr be-neath the 
The sigh thatsbreatHd for 
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horn, she ^ wakes. And far a - way, and far a-way, oer lawns and lakes. Goes 
moonlights star, the moonlightV star. Of horn or lute, or soft gui-tar. The 
one to hear, for one to hear. Is . by that one, that on - ly dear, Breattid 




an -.8\^'er-ing light 
songs re . peat, 
back a - gain. 
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OH BANQUET NOT 

(AIR. PLANXTY IRWIN.) 



IH7 



VOICE. 



PIANO.< 



Allegretto moderator 




1. Oh! baa-quet not in those 
2* There,whilP the myr - tlc?« 




shifi-ing^ borers, Where youth re-sorts, but come to me: For miners a gar-den of 
witli-ring boughs Their life - less leaves a - round us shed, We'll brim the bowl to 
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fa - ded llowers,More fit for sor-row, for apre, and thee. And there we shall have our 
bro-ken vows, To friends long lost, the changed,the dead. Or while some blight -ed 
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feastof lears,And ma-ny a cup in si -lence pour: Our guests, the shades of for-mer years, Our 
lau-rel waves Its bran-chesoW the drea-ry spot,Well drink to those ne-glec-ted graves)\*hen* 




toasts, to lips that bloom no more 
va - lour^fleepsiun- named for-gotl 
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THEE, THEE, ONLY THEE. 

(AIR. THE MARKET -STAKE.) 



Aiidaute. 



VOICE. 
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•^. What 
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dawn - inK of morn, the day -light's sink -ing;, The 
e - ver in fames hi^h path could wa - ken My 
have not a joy but of thy bring -ing:, And 



nights long hours still 
spi - rit once, is 
pain it « self seems 
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find me think - ing Of 

now for - sa - ken For 

sweet when spring- ing From 



thee, 
thee, 
thee, 



thee, 
thee, 
thee, 



on - ly thee. When 
on - ly thee. Like 
on - ly thee. Like 



fe 
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cresc. 




friends are met, and gob 
shores, by which some head 
spells, that non^t on earth 



lets crownM, And smiles, 
long bark To ttfo 
can break, Till lips, _ 



are near, that 
cean bur - ries, 
that know the 




once en - chan - ted, Un - reaclul by all that sun - shine round, My 

rest - ing nev - er, Life's scenes go by me, bright or dark I 



charm, have spo - ken, This heart, 



how - eVr the 



world may wake Its 





soul, like some dark spot, is haun - ted By 
know not, beed not, hast'- ning e - ver To 
grief, its scorn,' can but be bro - ken By 



thee, 
thee, 
thee. 



thee, 
thee, 
thee, 




on - ly thee 
on - ly thee 
on - Jy tbee 
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SHALL THE HARP THEN BE SILENT 

(AIR. MACPARLANE'S LAMENTATION.) 



Leuto assai 



VOICE 



PIANO, 
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harp, then, be 
faint tho' the 



8i - lent, when 
death, song: may 



he who first pjave To our 

fall from his lips, Tho^ his 
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conn - try a 
harp, like his 



name, 
soul. 



is with 
may with 



drawn from all 

sha - dows be 




eyes? Shall a Mins - trel of 
crost, Yet, yet shall it 



Er - in stand mute by the 
sound, ''mid a na - tious eu 
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lipse : 



Where tlie first, where the 
And pro -claim to the 



last of her 
world what a 



pa - tri - 
star hath 



ots 
been 




What a union of all the affections and powers 

By which life is exalted, enibelli8tid,*refined, 
Was embraced in that spirit — whose centre was ours, 

While its mighty circumference enroled mankind! 

4. 

Oh, who that loves Erin, or who that can f«ee, 
Through the waste of her annals, that epoch sublime. 

Like a pyramid, raised in the desert -where he 
And his glory stand out to the eyes of cril time; 

5. , 

That one lucid interval, snatch d from the gloom 
And the madness of ages, when, filfd with his soul, 

A Nation o^erleapM the dark bounds of her doom, 
And for one sacred instant, touchM Libertyls goal? 

6. 
Whb,that ever hath heard him— hath drunk at the source 

Of that wonderful eloquence, all Erin\s own. 
In whose high -thoughted daring the fire, and the force, 

And the yet untamed spring of her spirit are shown? 

7, 

An eloquence rich wheresoever its wave 

WanderM free and triumphant, with thoughts that shone through, 
As clear as the brookV ''stone of lustre',' and gave. 

With the flash of the gem, its solidity too! 

8. 
Who, that ever approach\l him, when, free from the crow^l. 

In a home full of love, he delighted to tread 
'Mong the trees which a nation had given, and which bow<l, 

As if each brought a new cnvic crown for his head — 

9. 

Is thirc' one, who hath thus, through bis orbit of lite. 

But at distance observed him. through glory, through blame, 
In the calm of retreat, in the grandeur of strife. 
Whether shining or clouded, still high and the same, 

10. 
Oh no! not a heart, that e'er knew .him, but mourns 

Deep, deep o'er the grave, where such glory is shrined 

O'er a monument Fame will preserve, ^mong the urns 

Of the wisest, the bravest, the best of mankind! 
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OH, THE SIGHT ENTRANCING. 

(AIB. PLANXTY SUDLEY.) 
Tempo di Marcia. 



PIANO 
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^fff cresc. 



1. Oh, the sight en - tranc - ing, When morn-ing's beam is 
2. Yet, 'tis not helm or fea - ther— For ask yon des - pot, 




glan - cin^ OW files arra-yed With helm and blade, And plumes in the gay wind 
whe - ther His plu - med bands Could bring such hands And hearts as ours to - 



the 
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fc^ 



^.^r'Jjh^r^V Mg ^ J 
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danc - ing! When hearts are all high beat - ing, And the trum-pets voice re - 
ge - ther. Leave pomps to those who need 'em, Give man but heart and 
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peat - ing That song,whose breath May lead to deatl. But ne - ver to re - 
free -_ (lo rn, And proud he braves the gau-diest slaves, That crawl where mo - narchs 
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treat- - inp. Then, if a cloud comes o - ver The brow of sire or 

lead 'em. The sworS may pierce the bea - ver, Stone walls in time may 




lo -. ver, ^ Think 'tis the shade By Vict-ry made,Whose wings right oVr us 

se - ver. 'Tis Mind a-lone,Worth steel and stone, That keeps men free for 
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ho - - ver. 
e - - ver. 

IS 



Oh, that sight en- tranc . ing, when morn - ingVt beam is 
Oh, that sight en- tranc - ing, when morn - ing'k beam is 
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glanc - ing Oer files ar- ray d With helm and blade, And plumes in the gay wind 
glanc - ing OW files ar-rayld With helm and blade, And in Free-domV? cause ad - 
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SWEET INNISFALLEN. 
(air. the captivating youth.) 



Lento. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 




'I'hf~f e r r J i l^ ^ 
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1. Sweet In - iiis - fal - len, 

2. Sweet In -uis- fal - len. 



fare 
\onfr 



thee well, 
shall dwell 



May 
In 
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^^ 



calm 
Mem' 



and sun 
- ry's dream 



shine 
that 



long be 

sun - ny 



thine I 
smile. 



How 
Wliich 




Citpyrii^ht 1S95 by Boosey & ('•> 



Digitized by 



Google 



195 




fair thou art let oth 

oer tlif»e on that ev^ 



ers tell, To feel how fair shall 

oing- fell, Wlien first I saw thy 



jM-rgk-rffl 
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C\ 



lon^" be mine 
fai - ry isle. 




3. 
Twas li^Iit, indeed, too blest for one 

Who had to turn to paths of care — 
Thro' crowded haunts again to run, 

And leave thee bright and silent therej 

4. 
No more unto thy shores to come,. 

But, on the world's rude ocean tost, 
Dream of thee sometimes as <« home 
Of sunshine he had seen and lost! 

Far better in thy w^eeping hours 
To part from thee, as I do now, 

When mist is o'er thy blooming bowers. 
Like sorrow's veil on beauty's brow. 



6.^ 

For, though unrivall'd still thy grace. 
Thou dost not look, as then, too blest, 

But thus in shadow, seem'st a place 
Where erring man might hope to rest _ 

7. 

Might hope to rest, and find in thee 

A gloom like Eden s, on the day 
He left its shade, when every tree, 
Like thine, hung weeping o er his way. 

8. 
Weeping or smiling, lovely isle! 

And all the lovelier for thy tears _ 

For though but rare thy sunny smile, 

'Tis Heaven's own glance,when it appears. 



9. 



Like feeling hearts, whose joys are few. 
But, when indeed they come, divine — 

The brightest light tlie sun e'er threw 
Is lifeless to one gleam of thine! 
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'TWAS ONE OF THOSE DREAMS. 
(air. the song op the woods.) 

Andante. 



VOICE 



PIANO. 




m 



g i r cjU 



w 



one of those dreams, that by 

wild notes he heard o'er the 



mu - sic was broug'ht, Like a 

wii - ter were those He had 




bright sum - mer 
taught to sing 



ha - ze, oVr the 
E - rins dark 



^^ 



po - ets warm thought; When, 

bon - dage and woes, And tlie 



s 




m 



t=^^ 



r 



^ 



^ 



P 




^ 



^ 



I cZTf r r n J — fflH 



m 



in the ifu - ture, His soul 

of the bu - gle now waft 



wau-ders on, And 

ed them o'er From 



1 



J J J J J J 



m 

dim. 
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E 



^ 
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i 



^ 



^ 



liigh o'er the ea- ^le*8. rude nest, The 



lin^-' 



rin/ar sounds on their 




cresc. 



Qjj' j i jjL^ i r r rlr i r"J p f i r^rfr^ 



way loved to rest; And the echoes sun^ back from their full mountain 




The foUowiaiBr veraea can be sun/a: if dewirt'd'.. 



4. 

It seem'd as if every sweet note, that died here, 
Was again brou/»:ht to life in some airier sphere, 

Some heaven in those hills, where the soul of the strain 
That had ceased upon earth was awaking againi 

5. 
Oh forgive, if, while listening to music, whose breath 

Seem'd to circle his name with a charm against death. 
He should feel a proud Spirit within him proclaim, 

"Even so shalt thou live in the echoes of Fame: 

Even so, though thy memory should now die away, 
*T will be caught up again in some happier day, 
And the hearts and the voices of Erin prolong, 
Througlithe answering Future, thy name and thy song!" 
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FAIREST, PUT ON AWHILE. 

(air, cummilum.) 



Allegretto 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 




■U 



m 






1. Fai - rest! put on a - while TheNH 

2. Field wli^rn tliA Spring de . lays. And 
8. Is . lets so fiHsh - ly fair, That 



(|rii*"P^L 



^m 



3 



I J JJ J 



^ 




ii 



^ 



^ JT J* J 



f g J O i' o 



pinions - of li«:ht I brin^ thee, 
fearless - ly njeets the ar - dour 
ne-ver hath bird couje nigh them, 



And oVr thine own g-reeu isle In 

Of the warm Sum - mers ^aze, With 
But from his course thro' air, He 






J J ij J 



^^ 



^ 



F i 1 L 



I-JLLS 



U 



m 



,Mj iOny^ U.[Q .1 I 



f 



fan - cy let me wing" thee, 

on - ly her tears to guard her. 

hath been won down by them; 



Ne.ver did A - ri - els plume At 
Rocks, thro' mys - tic boughs In 
Types, sweet maid of thee, Whose 
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g"ol - den sun - set ho-ver Oer scenes so full of bloom, As 

grace ma- jes - tic frown - ing^, Like some bold war - rior's brows Tbat 
look, whose blush in - vi - ting", Ne-ver did Love yet see From 




Ml 



v»r: I I 



^^ 



I shall waft 

Love hath just 
Heav'n, with- out 



thee 
been crown 
a - lig-h 



ver. 
ing. 
tinff. 





Lakes, where the pearl lies hid, 

And caves, where the g'em is sleeping*, 
Bright as the tears thy lid 

Lets fall in lovely weeping. 
Glens, where Ocean comes, 

To 'scape the wild wind's rancour, 
And harbours, worthiest homes. 

Where Freedom's fleet can anchor. 



5. 

Then, if, wliile scenes sa grand. 

So beautiful, shine before thee. 
Pride for thy own dear land 

Should haply be stealing o'er thee. 
Oh, let grief come first, 

O er pride itself victorious, 
Thinking how man hath curst 

\yhai Heaven had made so glorious I 
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QUICK! WE HAVE BUT A SECOND. 
(air. paddy o'snap.) 



Allegro vivaoe. 



VOICE, 



PIANO. 




k 



^^ 



m 



* 



s 



^ 



p 



^ 



1. Quick! we have but a se-cond, Fill round the cup, while you may; For 

2. See the glass, how it flush -es, Like some young He - he's lip, And 




; Ot : t : ^ 



^ 



^ 



r m 



Time, the Churl, hath beckon'd And 
half meets thine, and blush- es That 



we must a - way, a - way! 
thou shouldst de . lay to sip. 



ck 



j" -^ -» J J J p 



^^ 
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Grasp the pleasure thats fly- ing, For oh! not Or - pheus' strain Could 

Shame, oh shame un - to thee. If e'er thou see'st that day. When a 
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kfcep sweet hours from dy - iag, Or charm them to life a - gain; Then, 
cup or lip shall woo thee, And .turn un - touch'd a - way! Then, 




|^'''' i : ^i I h i I I \ r u \ - ^m 



quick! we have but a se-cond, Fill 
quick! we ha;ve but a se. cond, Fill' 



round, the cup while you mayj For 
round, fill round, while you may; For 



t 



j^i 1 J J J j^ 
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^ ., , f>f f f f [r f ff^ 



& 



5 



^ 



O g g r c I ^ ^ 



Time, the churl, hath beckond. And 
Time, the churl, hath beckon'd. And 



^ 



we must a - way, a - way! 

we must a - way, a - way! 



$ 
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AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE THIS. 

(AIR. UNKNOWN.) 



Andante nontroppo lento 



VOICF. 



PIANO. 



mf_ 




^^ 



h fc h 



j;>[;r g i rgc m 



h I h 



T 



^ d ^ 
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doth not a meeting: like this make amends, For all the lonp^ years I've been wand'ring: a-way, To 
s of ten'd remembrances come o'er the heart, In ^azin^ on those weVebeen lost to so long! The 
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9 



haply o'er some of your brows.as o'er mine, The snowfallof Time may be stealinp^,what thenVLike 
letters some hand hath in - vi - si-blytraced,Whenheld to theflame will steal out on thesi^ht, So 



\ P'^'^i-- i \ ii j J 



ij^ J 



^ 



( | (Q'A ^ '' i 



tj^ 



g 




^^ 



= / 

F r Ell t c ^ 

)y wine, We'll wear thexravtinffeof^ 



Alps in the sunset, thus light - ed by wine. We'll wear theia:ay tinn^e of voutHs ro - ses a-^in. 
ma-ny a (eelinp:,that longsernM effaced, The warmth of a moment, like this brings to li/2:ht. 



(i 



^ 



^ 



^^ 




^ 



^^ 



^^ 



IK£= 




And thus, as in memory's bark ,we shall ^lide 

To visit the scenes of our boyhood anew, 
Though oft we may see looking down on the tide, 

The wreck of full many a hope shining through; 
Yet still,as in fancy we point to the flowers. 

That once made a garden of all the gay shore. 
Deceived for a moment,we '11 think them still ours, 

Andbreathe the fresh air of Lifers morning once more. 



Tilt* iollowiiig \»*rs»*> cHii bf sung: if «leslnMl:.. 
4. 
So brief pcrr existence,.! glimpse,at thi» most, 

Is all we can have of the few we hold dear; 
And oft even joy is unheeded and lost, 

For want of some heart,that could echo it, near. 
Ah,well may we hope,when this short life is gone; 

To meet in some world of more permanent bliss, 
For a smile or a grasp of the hand,hasf ning on, 

Is all we enjoy of each other in this. 



6. 

But,come,-the more rare suth delights to the heart, 

The more we should welcome and bless them the more- 
They te ours,when we meet,-they are lost,when we part, 

Like birds that bring summer, and fly when 'tis o'er. 
Thus circling the cup, hand in band.ere we drink. 

Let Sympathy pledge us,throtigh pleasure,through piiin, 
That,fast as a feeling but touches one link. 

Her magic shall send it direct through the chain. 
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THE MOUNTAIN SPRITE. 

(air. the mountain sprite.) 



Andante. 



VOICE. 



m 



mz 



PIANO. 



1 



!■ I* 1 



yon-der 



1. In- ybn-der val- ley there^ 

2. As once, by moonlight, he 
8. Be - side a foun-tain one 
4. He turn'dbut lo, like some 
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dw'elt a - lone, A youth^osemoments had calm- ly flown, Till spells came o'er him, and, 

wandered o'er The gol - den sands of that is - land shore, A foot- print spar-kled be- 

sun-ny day. As ben - ding o - ver the stream he lay, TherepeepPd down o'er him two 

star-tied bird. That Spi - rit fledlAnd the youth but heard Sweet mu - sic, such as 




i 



^^ \ QtJ{i'i JU m I ^ 1 



Id 



day and night. He was haunted and watch'd bj a Mountain Sprite. 

fore his sight- 'TM^-asth^ f ai - ry foot of the Mountain Sprite. 

eyes of light, And he saw inthatmir - ror the Mountain ^rite. 

maiks the flight. Of some bird of song from the Mountain Sprite. 



s n fp 



^ 




m 



^ 
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^ 



6. One night,still taunted by that bright look, 
6."0h thou, who lo-vest the sha - dow''cried 



The 
A 




k, And gui - 



the 



boy be- wilder 'd his pen-cil took, And gui-ded on- ly by memory's light, Drew tne 
voices low whisp-ring by his side, "Now turn and see," here the youths' de-light SeaPd the 




once seen form of the Mountain Sprite, 
ro - sj' lips of the Mountain Sprite. 



7. "Of all the Spi . rits of 
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p I f 



l\llUll \ vi\ ^F Ig 



JL 



Krx 



^ V * 



land aud sea" Then rapt he nmrmur'd,"ThereV9 none likeihee. And oft, oh, oft, may thy 
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^ cresc ralf. p , ^ / ^ ,. 

| !J! I' M I g r fi- a r. ij .l l \ 



tr\ 
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foot thus light In thib lonely bow- er, sweet Mountain Sprite, 
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AS VANQUISHED ERIN. 

(AIR. THE BOYNE WATER.) 



Con moto. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



i**^f I 



„f 



^ 



1. As 

2. But 



V rin jjp 
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^^ 
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vanquished E - rio wept be -side The Boyne'sill-fat-ed ri - ver, She ^aw where Dixord, 
vain her wishjier weep-inp: vain, As Time too well hath tau/iijht her, Each year thf Fiend re- 
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-4 



Jb: 



% 



^ 



TO 



=P=F 
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^ 



^^ 
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m 



in the tide, Had dropt his loa - ded 
turns a - gain And dives in - to that 



qui - ver. "Lie hidj* sht* cried, "ye 
wa - ter; And brings tri - um - pliant, 



V j J I iJiJy 



^^ 






^ 



^ 



M 



!• I* 



1 



=: ▼ 



il ' ff Cr ^ n. I r r fr rr I !■ r r i r g r r 



ve - nom'd darts, where mor- tal. eye may 
from be - neath His shafts of de - so 



shun you; Lie hid the stain of 

la - tion, And sends themjWingUwith 



S ^i f ^i \i ^m 



^^ 



^m 
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man-ly hearts,That bled for me, is on ybuV 
worse than deathjThro' all hermad-d'ning na - tion. 




$ 



-—£ 



i* jj i f J f r i ^j.g J li i r j ^g 



8. A - las for her who sits and mourns, Ev'n now beside that 




I^J jJJ i r J r r i ^JQj J.J i r ^ 



Jj/ 
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«> # 



ri - ver! Un - wearied still the Fiend re -turns, And stored is still his qui - ver"When 
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^m 
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^^^ 
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will this end, ye Pow'rsof Good?'' She weeping asks for e - ver, But on- ly hears from 



m 



m 



^m 



^m 
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out that flood, The demon ans - wer, **Ne - verl 
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DESMOND'S SONG. 

(AIR. UNKNOWN.) 
Andante assai. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 




m 



^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



m 



Feal^ wave be - ni^t - ed, No star in 

came, and brought sor - row Too soon in 
call' it dis - - hon - our To bow to 



w 

the skies, 
his train; 
this flame, 



To thy 
Yet so 
If yoi/ve 





-10- 

door by 
sweet, that 
eyes, look 



Love light - ed, 
to - mor - row 
but on her, 



I first saw those eyes. Som6 

'Twere wel - com^ a - gain. Tho' 

And bludh while you blame. Hath the 




p^ 



M 



cresc. 



r O c£r I r ^ ^ 



W=F=4f 



voice whis . per'd o'er me, As the thresh -^ old I crost, There was 

mis' - ry's full mea - sure My por - tion should be, I would 

pearl. . • • less white. ness Be . cause of its birth? Hath the 
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drain it with 

vio -- let less 



^m 






^jn—is 

fore • me, If I loved^ I was lost, 

plea - sure, If pourti out by thee, 

bright - ness For ' grow - ing near earth? 
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M 



L. 



[^ [f P* p 



^ 



onr ^ir 






4. No! Man for his glo- ry To 



^ 



te 



m 



^ 



a 



m 



creac. 
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^a 
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*i ^ *ir 
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an-ces - try flies j 



But Woman's bright sto - ry is told in her 




i 



I h Hi nil J Q i r Jje2; 



eyes. 



While the Mo - narch but tra - ces Thro' mor - tals his 



^h \ ^*i j^*! I ^^ i^{^ I J *) j'^i j^^ \i^i^ ^ 
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^"Ff^ 
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line, 



Beauty, born of the Ghra - ces. Ranks next to Di - - 



T7^ 

vine! 
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THEY KNOW NOT MY HEART 

(AIR. COULIN DBAS.) 



LoiiTo modorato. 



VOICE. I jK l>ii I* jl 



/-^ 




^esprrsii. 



i '- ' ' ^. i'^ rjji l J j;> l J J J | i ij^ 



1. Tlicy kuow not my heart, who br - lieve Ihert^ cau be One 

2. No, beaming ^\ith lij^ht as those youn^ features are, Theresa 



m 



^ 



^ 



T^^ 



^ 



^SLjl. 



iZizH 



-UL 



S 
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stain of this earth in its feelings for thee; Who 

light round thy heart which is love - U - er far: It 



think, while I 
is not that 
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^^m 



see thee in 
cheekjtis the 



^ 



^m 



m 



beauty's young hour, As pure as the morninp:^ first 

soul draw-ing clear ThroUts in - no - cent bliibh makes thy 




i 



g 



^ 



^m 



m 



^ 



^ 
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dew on the flow'r, 
beau - ty so dear; 



I could harm what I love, 
As the sky we look up 



as the Sim' wan -ton 
to, tho' jj;lo-rious and 





ray But smiles on the dew-drop to waste it a - - way. 

fair, Is looked up to the more be - cause Hea- ven lies there! 
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I WISH I WAS BY THAT DIM LAKE. 

(AIR.SHULE AROON.) 



Lento moderato. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 





1. I wish 

2. The life 
8. As they 



I was by Ihtit dim lake, T^Tiere 

less sky, the uiourn - ful sound Of 
who to their couch at night Would 



jp J j I'Pi^ 




sm 
un 
win 



ful souls their fare • well take Of 

seen wa - ters fall - ing round; The 

re - pose, first quench the light, So 



this 

dry 

must 



vain world, and 

leaves quiv»- ring 

the hopes that 



m 



m 
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half 
o'er 
keep 



way lie In 

my head, Like 

this breast. A 



h's cold sha - - dow, er( 



death's cold 

man, tin - qui - - et 

wake, be quenchM, ere 




PP 



ere they die. 

e^rn when d^ad! 

it can rest. 



f g >■ "~'; 
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There, there, far from thee, D«^ - (eit 

These, ay, these should wean My sotil 

Cold, cold, this heart must grow, Un - movb 



ful world, my 
from life\i de - 
by ei - ther 
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home should be; V^liere, come what might of gloom and pain, False 

lu - ding scene, And turn each thought o'er - charged with gloom, Like 

joy or woe; Like free - zing founts, where all that's thiown With 



i^ ■'^ .T j y'P 



^m 
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hope should nt^Vi 
wil - lows do^^ii 
in their cur 



de - ceive ti - guit). 
ward towards the tomb, 
reiit turni* to stone. 
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SHE SUNG OF LOVE. 

(AIR. THE MUNSTER MAN.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



Andante grazioso. 



i^\i f r I 



-mC- 



1 J J J 



1. She sun^ of 

2. Rtit soon the 
8. Who pv - er 




t 



s 



^^ 



s 



m 



Lovp, 

wi'st 
lovi'd, 



while oVr her 
no lon/;c-er 
but had thfr* 



lyre 
burnM, 
thoutrhc 



The . ro - sy 
Ec'Kt ro - sv 
That he and 



rays of eve - nin^ 

ray from heav'n witli- 

ail he loved must 
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^==>^ 



fell, As if to feed, 

drew; And when to ^aze 

part? Filfd witli this fear, 



with thjeir soft fire, 
a - ^n I turtfd, 

I flew and cau/i^ht 



The soul with 
The miu - stn^lV 
The fiid - ivfs: 



m 



^s 
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S 



cresc. 

S N 



■^ 



^ 



in that trem-bling* shell, 

form seeniM fad- in/uf too. 
i - nicifi^tt to my heart; 



The same rich light 
As if her lig^iit 
And cried,"Oh Lov«I 



hun^ rfer her 

aild heavVswen* 

is this thy 
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cheek, 
one, 
doom? 

K 



And play'd a 
The glo - r}' 
Oh liftiit of 



round tliose lips that 
all had left that 

this re - splen - dent 



siin^" And spoke, as 

frame; And from her 

day! Must ye then 




^^ 



i 



^ 



J ^ J=^ 



i 



s 



mn 



^ 



dm. 



povo rail, /^ 



thpir 1 



p 



flowVs would sin/ar and speak, 
g^lim - mVing- lips the tone, 
lose your ^ol - den bloom, 



If love could 

As from 

And thus, like sun - 



lend 
a par . 



lipir leaves a 
ting- spi . rit, 
shine, die a - 



S 



♦ 



fe 



p^ 



^ 



^ 



5^ 



^ 



di7n. 



m\ g 1 g ^ 1 ^ 



m 



^f^rJ JiiJ 



colla voce 



I 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. 



SING, SING, MUSIC WAS GIVEN. 

(AIR. THE OLD LANGOLEB.) 
Allegretto. 




^^ 



T5=f= 



^ J J I 



;■ I J J 



s 



¥ 



Mu . sic was gi-ven, To brigh-teD the gay, and kin -die the lov - ing"; 
rock'd by his mo-ther, Lay sleeping* as calm as slum-ber could make him, 




i 



^ 



f*i K 



^^ 



L^7 ' I 



^ 



Souls here, like 

"Hush, hush," said 



pla- nets in Heav-en, By har . mo-ny's laws a 
Ve - nus, ''no o - ther Sweet voice but his own is 




i 



S K 



Ji m 



m 



^m 



^ 



^ 



mzzr* 



¥=¥ 



lone are kepj mov - ing. Beau- ty may boast of her eyes and her cheeks, But 
worth -y to wake him." Dreaming of mu - sic he slum-ber'd the while Till 
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i 



cresT. 



m m f^ 

V V V t* ^ 



^^^ 



And she 



^^ 



Love from the lips his true ar - die - ry wings; And she, who but fea-thers the 

faint from his lips a soft me- lo - dy broke, And Ve - nus, en- chant, ed, look'd 




^g 



z 



^^ 



^ 



S h 



^ J - ^ i L/ 



^ 



i 



dart ^iien she speaks, At once sends it home to the heart when she sings. Then 
on with a smile, While Love to his own sweet sing - ing a - woke. Then 



J i J i 



j rj ^ 



^^ 



^ 



'^ 



^ 



? 



^^ 



^ 



i>=^ 



J I J J 



i< .* 



Mu . sic was gi - yen To bri/^4eii the gay, and 




i 



j | j j'j jj'j.ij ^ 



^ 



»=g 



-Th- 



kin.dle the lov - ing; Souls here, like pla-nets in Heaven, By har-mo-nj^'s laws a - 
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THOUGH HUMBLE THE BANQUET. 

(AIR. FAREWELL, EAMON.) 



Andante moderato. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



f*n f l > 




M 



m 



m 



1. Tlio* hum - ble llip 

2. And tho' For - tune may 
8. 'Tis that frpe - doni of 



ban - qu^t to 
sfteni to lia\H 

mind, laliirli no 



which I 
turn'd from 
vul . ftar 



in - 
the 
do 




cresc. 




viti* theH, ThoiVlt find there the best a poor bard can com 

dwel . liiiK" Of him thou re - - j«:ard - est her fa - vour - ing 

mi - nioii Can turn from the "path a pure con -science ap 



# 



mh r r f 
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$ 



M 



m 



r ir r 



M 



niand : Eyes. beam - ing" with 

rn\, Thou'ft find, there a 

proves; Wliidi with hope in tlie 



wel- come, shall 
p:ift, all her 
heart, and no 



throng round to 
trea .- snres ex 
chain on the 




* 



f 



^ 



li/i»ht thfe; And 
rt»l - lin^, Whidi 
pi - nion, Holds 



Love serve the 

proud - ly he 

up - ward its 



feast with his 

feels, hath en 
course to the 



o\\n wil . ling"^ 
no - bh'd his 
li/Lilit which it 





Tisf this makes the pride of his humble retreat, 

And, with this, though of all other tre?isures bereaved, 

Tlje breeze of his g-arden to him is more sweet 
Than the costliest incense that Pomp e'er received. 



o. 



Then, come,- il a board so untemptiog hath power 
To win thee from grandeur, its best shall be thine; 

And there's one, long the light of the bards h^py bower, 
Who, smiling, will blend her bright welcome with mine. 
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SING, SWEET HARP. 

(AIR. UNKNOWN.) 



Lento assai. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



^^ 



I - r yT;; J, J J* J p' p C I 



1. n Sing; sweet Harp, oh sing: to me Some 

2. How monrn-ful - \y the mid- night air A - 
8. Couldst thou but call those spi- rits round, Who 




$ 



m 



J' J- m 



J J- J J? p [^ 



song^ of an - dent days, Wliose sounds, m this sad me - mo . ry, Long 
mong thy chords doth sigh. As if it sought some e - cho there Of 

once in bowV and hall, Sat list'- ning^ to thy ma - gic sound, Now 



^ 



m 



^■< 1 j- f 1 t J 



=T=T 



m. 



^ 



I \ r I 



W==^ 



f 



f 



g I r 6 ^ ^ C P ^^ 

Some lay that tells of van-ish'd fame. Whose 



^ 



bu - ried dreams shall raise; 

vol - ces long" gone by; 

mute and mould'- ring all; 



Some lay that tells of van-ish'd fame, Whose 

Of Chief - tains now for - got who seemed • The 
But, no; th^ would but wake to weep Their 
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m 



m 



^ 



i If. g F c c g 



i 



light OQce round ns shone; 
fore -most then in fame; 
child-rerfs sla - ve - ry; 



Of no . ble pride, now turrfd to shame, And 

Of Bards who, once ini - mor- tal deemed, Now 

Then leave them in their dream-less sleep, The 



f ' r i J 'J 



h i ^ ^i^ ^^ 



I'"' L ij L'L. 1 ^""Oii 



ma. 



m 



• '^ . ^. 



a tmnpo 



r t c g r Q I j. J J- J J E E g 



hopes iirr eir - er gone, 
sleep wiCk- crat a name, 
dead a(k least are free I 



Sing-, 

In 

Hush, 



sing, sad Harp, thus sing- to me; A- 
vain, sad Harp, the mid - ni^fai air A - 
hush, sad Harp, that drear - y tone^ That 




^ 



^ 



^ 



rail 



I ^ > J J J g p e I 



like our doom is cast, 
mong- th7 chords doth sigh; 
knell of Free-don^s day; 



Or. 



lost to aU but me . mo . ry, We 

vain il seeks an e - cho there Of 

lisf . niiig to its death - like moan, Let 




^h I I I i ^ m 



/Tn 



^m 



live but in the past, 
voi - ces lohggone by. 
me, too, die a - way. 



m 



Lri ii 



^^ijf^-'j' 




I 



J2l. 



W^ 



Y 



ag 



S 



9 1 1 ; £ 



f= 



m 



^^ 



^§ 
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SONG OF THE BATTLE EVE. 

(AIR. THE CRUISKEBN LAWN.) 



Tempo di marcia. 



VOICE. 




PIANO. 



i 



^ 



cy|,hi I* 



f^ ^r r f 



S 



"* — mrcu 



*tW 



^ 



f/t'm. 



i^3E 



^ 






1. To - mor- row, coni-rade,we On the 

2. 'Tis true, in man-liest eyes A 




j>' ti^ i i ;.j' i JJ-i ' nu 



/Cv 



^21 



4 



bat .tie-plain must be, Thereto con-quer or both lie low! 

pas-sing tear will nse,Where we think of the friends we leave lone; 



The 
But 



/'' iiii' i 



^ 



f 



a 



'<"'>'' j't fcj :ji-j i rj 



r/zw. 



r\ / 



i 



^ 



c/ 
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i j^'' c 1 1 c 



Mr ; ^' : f :. t 



morn - ing star is up/ But there's wine still in the cup, And we^l 

what can wail- ing do? See, our gob - lefsweep-ing too! With its 



^ 



f n\ f 



j^ . in nm 




I i I L I 



m 



^ 



I 



take a - no - ther quaff ere we**' 

tecirs we'll chase a - way our 



i,m 



m 



^o, boy, go; We'll 

own, boy, our own; With its 

1 



■I ; ■! i u 



\ 



^ 



m 



J. 



/ 



^ 




take a - no - ther quaff, ere 

tears we'll chase a - way our 



we 



f n J 



^wn. 



^rt 



^m 



m 



m 



m 



f i • 
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^^^^^ 



pUi Imio 



=T^ 



^\ c i^ m 



d 



W:^r- 



diil - dren a - rotmd us play. 



•^te D^^jrt- alifwhere shall we And th*^»»c 



//r» /f?<A*> 





ro- sy ur-chins beV Put- no mat-ter_grasptliy sword and a - w^ay, boy, a-waj^, No 
a tempo 



$ 



^ 



/Ts 



ajempo 

m 



i^ ^t ^ 



J. 



i i' J J U 



iiH^^r rl^f ^^ 



I 



^ 



^ 



i* 



^ 




ipat-ter- grasp thy sword and a - way! 



4. Let 
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P' li'^J'i o \ n 



-N-K- 



zMz 



^ 



J J ft ■'^ 



m 



m 



tliose,who brook the qhain Of Sa-xon oi of Dane, Ig - nob - ly by their fire - sides 



if''i j J; I^|l '^t'^'l^ i^^ 



creac. 




fc 






stay; 



ji>n^C; 



One. sigh to home te gfiv n, Cne henrtfelt j rnyer toHrav'n.Then for 



^ 



^ 



r^ 



^^ 



m rifff^^ 



r 



ite 



i 



i 



ii 



^^•^— 1 

^ 



('6///a/ ?7>(V' 



!= 



i^ 



jUn I ' r J. j i.HJj^j^ 'tiirrrrr ; 



i,boy, nuj 



j# 



E-rin andhercanse.boy, hur - ra! hur-ra! hur-ra! Th»'n,for E-rin and Iter cause,boy,hur. 



^S 



£ N 



i^ f^ f^tJ 



S2E 



U-tJf g'' 



a^^ 



* 



hm 



^M 



v^ 
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VOICE. 



PIANO. 



THE WANDERING BARD. 

(AIR. PLANXTY O'REILLY.) 



P 



Allegretto. 



^ 



T r / 



1. What 

2, Oh, 






T 



"nrcTlTtl! 



3 



^ 






^^ 



r_^ f^p 



rfljj-cxr 



s 



i*^^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



rftTJ.nLlj^n.iija jji,uj i nni t^i 

life like that of the bard can be, T1h» wandVinirBanLwho rooms as free As the 



like that of the bard can be, T1h» wandVinpBardjWho rooms as free As the 
what would have been young: Beau-ty% doom,W ith - out a bard to fix hertloom?They 




t 



> ^ ^ i?ir g r :\Qn J? i 



f 



pE==t 



moun - tain lark that o'er him sin^s, And like that lark, a mu - sir. brings With- 
tell us. in the moorfsbright round, Things lost in this dark world are found; So 



t 



nyr^nn^ 



^ 



^rjjrjJira 



i^ 'i m 



="1=8 



^ 



r c r c 



5= 



r=f=^ 



^t 



f. 



^ 



I . f tlLT 



/» 



^ 



I r 1 1 



^ 



^?nn I 






in him, wlier- e'er he comes or goes, 
charms on earth long past^.^^^ and gone, 



A ^ fourtthnt tor e 
In the po - et's lay 



ver 
live 
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flows! The worldfeto him like some play-grotind,Where fai - ries dance their 

on. Would ye have smiles that ne'er grow dim? You've on-ly to give them 



here fai - ries dance their 





moonlight round: If dimm'd the turf where late they trod, Theolves but seek some 
all to him, Who with a touch of Fan - cy's wand,Can lend them life this 





HP y'_^_ 

gree-ner sod; So when less biight his scene of glee. To an - o - ther a - way flies 
life be-yond. And fix them high, in Poe - sy's sky Young stars that ne - ver 




$ 



n ^- 1 



J2l 



he!_ 
die! 



m 



g 



^^ 



^« 



i 






*i *i : *i *j 



f 



T—^ r— ^ 



f^^^^rjz^ 



m 



w 



rTTrrrr^ 



UjUl 



^^ 



P 



/O. 



*l 1 1^ 
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rVE A SECRET TO TELL THEE. 

(AIR. OH SOUTHERN BREEZE.) 



Allegretto tranqaillo. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



^m 



P 1 !■ 



^ 



1. iVe a 

2, There,a 



fe 



^ 



^M 



^ 



^ 



^ 



J JJ J 



^ 



^^ 




se - cret to tell tliee^but, hush! 
mid tlie deep si - lence of 



not here, Oh ' not where the world its 

that hour, When stars can be heard in 




; VJ"^ 



i ' ' U-L 



m 



i^^ 



^^^ 



$ 



ir+^J J' -J- it 



f 



vi - g^il ketps: TH seek, to whis - per it in thine ear, Some 

o - cean dip, Thy - self shall, un - der some ro - sy bowV, Sit 
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e 



shore where the spi - rit of 
mute, with thy fin - ger 
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vt, 



^x_ 



^ 



^m 



si - le nee sleeps; .Wliere sum - mer's wave un - 
on thy lip: Like him, ♦he boy, who 




|y f 



^ 



n ^ n 






murm' - rini^^ dies. Nor 
born f» - monff The 



fay can hear_ the 
flow'rs that on* the 



Joun - tain's ^ttsh; Where, 
Nile - stream blush, Fits 



i 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



^m 




^^ 



ffi'm. 



Mr c r I \u i u 



if tut a note her 
e - ver thus, his 



n j p-ht - bi r d si ffhs, Tlie 
on . ly sonp- To 



rose saith, chid - inj^ - ly, 
earth and hea - ven^ 




^1 



mk 



/Tn 



"Hush, sweet,hush!" 
"Hush, all, hush!>' 



P J ;;i-^' 



^^^m 






^5 



^2E 



i 



s 



frfT^crg 



^ 



s=s=^ 



SI 



h^ *l j 



p 



Z3I 



-1^ 
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SONG OF INNISFAIL. 

(AIR. PEGGY BAWN.) 



Andante. 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 



fe 



i - ^Si}\{7'^r^ 



mf 



^ 



I. They 
Z. And, 
S. Then 



^ 



"ly 



^^ 



^^ 



JcJ>, J?!?^ 



'f Tt^r 



^ 



^ 



w 



I 



m J. m 




{j r 'g s c c I s- J .rj JJ I i £./' ^ "^ 



came from a land be - yond the sea, And— 

lo! where a. far o'er o - cean shines A 

turned they un • to the East - ern ■ wave, Where 



now o'er the west - em 

spar - kle of ra - diant 

now their Day - God's 





main 
green, 
eye 



Set ^ sail, 

As tho' 

A look 



in their good ships, gal - lant - ly^ From the 

in that deep lay em'- raid mines, Whase_ 
of such sun - ny o - men gave As 
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creHc 




sun - - ny land of Spain, 
light thro' the wave was seen, 
light - ed up sea and sky. 



"Oh, Where's the • Isle we've 

"Tis In - nis - faU, »tls 

Nor frown was seen thro» 





seen in dreams, Our des • 

In - nis - fail I" Rings o'er 
skj" or sea, Nor tear 



- tin'd home or 
the ech - oing 
o'er leaf or 



^^=^ 



grave ?J1_ 

sea;_^ 

sod, 



Thus 

While, 
When 





sung they, as, hy the morning's heams, They swept the At - Ian - tic 
bend - ing to heav'n, the war-riors hail That home of the brave and 
first. on their Isle of Des - ti - ny Our great fore - fath-ers 
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THE NIGHT DANCE 

(AIR. THE NIGHTCAP.) 



Allef^. 



VOICE. 



PIANO 





moon is on high, And, as true to her beam as the tides of the o - cean,Younf? 
sounds in our ears, And the flower of Beautj-'s own gar - den be - fore us, While 



i 



[t 



^ 



*i *i 



j" ^ ^ J 



'^F=^ 



$ 



*l * l 



e^'i," tr J / *! *i 



F *i *i g 1 *i 



f 



*i 1 



^^ 



hearts.when they feel the soft lierht of her eye, O - bey the mute call, and 



hearts,when they feel the soft light of her eye, O - bey the mute cail, and 
stars - ver- head leave the song of their sphere's, And list'-ning to ours, hang 



^ 



P 




*1 1 J *F =^ 



*t i| Nt pzif 



3^^ 



^^ 



i 



*l K *l =^ 



1 *< ^ *i =^ 



r^ 



crenc. 



P J . J J J J J' I r' 8 r M g g g g c p 



heave in - to mo-tion. Then, sound, notes, the gay- est, the lightest, That 

wond - er - ing o'er us? A - gain, that strain! To hear it thus sounding Might 
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ev-er took wing, when heaven look'd brighter! A - gaini A-gain! 
set ev- en Death's cold pul - ses bounding- A - gain! A-gain! 





^^ 



Ohicould such heart-stir - ring mu-sic be heard In that 
Ohlwhat de - light,when the youth-ful and gay,Each with 




^^'' : t g f g g \ i J' J- J J' Ji f f g ^ ^ 



Ci - t^*" of Sta-tues de - scribed by ro-man-cers, So wakening its spell, ev- en 
eye like a sun-becun and foot like a feather, Thus dance^like the Hours to the 




* 



J U LOJ 



»l *1 P *l ^ 




stone would be stirr'd,And sta-tues them- selves all start in - to dan - cers! 
mu - sic of May, And min-gle sweet song and sun -shine to - geth - er. 
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THERE ARE SOUNDS OF MIRTH. 

(AIR. THE PRIEST IN fflS BOOTS.) 



Allegretto 



VOICE. 




PIANO. 



1. There are 

2. And 

8. Thus 



^^ 



mf 



^s lM^ff-w 



, J-J-J-J^ 



T-r 



^ m 



J"J>J 




^m 



Lu ij 1 1 



r n n n r , ^ 



ri i "i i 1 ^ \ \ ,ij ^ i i' t \ ^^ i/i \ 



sounds of mirUi in the night - air rin^- ing:, And lai^ps from e - ve - ry 

see, the lamps still live - lier gilt - ter, The sy - ren fips more 

ming the sage, while, sly - ly steal- ing, The nymphs their fetters a - 




^ 



1 



"w 



Wf i f p 



r - ^ ^ f r 



m 



^m 



ft O ; I n 1 1' ^ r c I u ^^ 



case - ment shown ^ While voi - ces hlifhe with - 
fond - ly sound; No, — seek, ye nymphs, some 
round him cast, And their laugh - ing eyes, the 



in are sing - ing. That 

vie - tim fit - ter To 
while , con - ceal - ing," Led 



JT J I 



m 



? 



T 



HH j jii e 1 ., ^ 




^ 



^ 



|! « 7 O g 
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p'jj i' Of\ {J J J ^^11 ^ ^-H 



seem to ^y 'Come' in 
sink in your ro - sy 
FVee - dom's Bard tbeir 



e - ve - ry tone. Ah! once how light, In 

bon - dage bound. Shall a bard, whom not the 



slave 



at last. For the Po - et's heart, still 



i 



^ 



i 




m 



^ 



(rHiii i r e 1^ ^ 



^ 



m 



^¥| J- ^ 1 J.I n I |r^ II i^j I I n 



Life's young s^- son, My heart had leapM at that sweet lay^ Nor 
world in arms Could bond to t>--ran-ny*s rude con - trol, Thus 
prone to lov-ing, Was like that rock of the Dm - id race, Which the 



fii" u } J 



s 



^w 



j ■* "I ■'I?' 



jfHf fJLf g ^ 



11 1 t = 



m 



i*^*r E r c i r^ 4/ ji iH ^ n ^ 



paused to ask of grey - beard Rea-son Should I the sy - ren 

quail, at sight of wo - man's charms', And >ield to a smile his 

gen . tlest touch at once set mov-ing, But all earth's powV couldn't 



jY r r 



^ 



wt 



13= 



t 



triiii)|ii r e r ^ 



^ 



P 



P 



r 'J 



^M 



J' J 1 i 



o 



call o - bey. 

free - bom soul. 

cast from its base. 
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OHI ARRANMORE. 

(AIR. KILLDROUGHALT PAIR.) 



Lento assai. 



wf 



VOICE. | ^1> i\ *1 p 



PIANO.< 



^ 



^^ 



1. Obi 
%. How 



i > ('. F 



t3'|, (*, *l 



±s 




fr rn ,"^ 




s 






^ 



s 



J J J I J. 



^^ 



At - ran -more, loved Ar - ran- more How 
blithe up - on thy bree - zy cliffs At 



oft I dream of thee, And 

sun - ny mom I've stood, With 





of those days when, by. thy shore, I wan - der'd young and free. Full 

heart as bound -ing as the skiffs That dcinced a - long thy flood; Or, 




[ ^^F■ J J ^ J'. J J J I F J > J'r> a 



many a path IVe tried, since then, Thro^ plea-sure^ flow'-ry maze, But 

when the west - em wave grew bright With day - Ught^ part - tng wing, Hnve 
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neer could find the bliss a. - gain *! felt in those sweet days, 

sought that E - den in its light Which dream -ing po - ets sing;- 
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in a land se-rene, Whose bow'rs be-yond the shin- ing wave, At 
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sun - set, oft are seen. Ah dream too full of sadd'- ning truth! Ttiose 
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mansions o'er the main Are like the hopes I built in yovtb^As *^unny and as vain 1 
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LAY HIS SWORD BY HIS SIDE. 

(AIR. IF THE SEA \\1:RE INK.) 



In modo d'una Marda sol«»une. 



VOICE. 




PIANO. 



1. Lay his sword b>' his side, it hath 




i i J- >; J J- J I J J ; Ji ;j 



served him too well Not to rest near his pil - low be - low^ 



To the 
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side^ as becomes the re - pos-ing brave* 
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s\^'ord wliicb he loved still uq - broke in its Sheath, And Urn - sdf un-sub.dued in his 
a tempo 
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grave. 



2. Yet pause-for in fan - C}', a 
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still voice I hear^ As if breath'd from his brave heart-s remains; 



Faint e-cho of that which, in 




sla- ve^ ns ear, Once sound -ed the war 



word, ''Burst your chains!" And it 
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cries, from the fi^rave when tlie He- ro lies deep/*Tho' the day of your Chief, tain for 




leave not his sword thus in - g:lo . rious to sleep, It has 




|l^{,JjVJ'i jJ^^ 



*'^r m 



j'^nj ji 



-^ ^ m v^^ ^ 

a - lien, un-wor - th>' such ^eir- pon to wield. Dare to touch thee, ni>' own f^I-lant 
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sword, 
Rii Lento 



Then rest in thy sheath, like a ta-lis- man seiU'd, Or re- 
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turn to the grave of thy chain - less lord. But if grasp'd by a hand that hafh 

Rii mosso. 




learnM the proud use Of a fal - chion, like thee, on the 
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bat- -tie-plain. Thf»n, At Li- ber-tys summons, like lifirhtninfl: let loose. Leap 



tie-plain. Thf»n, At Li- ber-tys summons, like lightniog let loose. Leap 
^ Piii mosso. «i«««i| >- ^ - 




forth from thy dark sheath a - gain!** 

Rii Lento. 
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OH, COULD WE DO WITH THIS WORLD. 

(air. basket of oysters.) 



Allegretto 



VOICE 



PIANO. 
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could we do with this ^ or Id of ours^ As thou dost with thy g^ar. den bowers, Re 

those guy flies^ that wing thn/ air. And in themselves a lus - tre bear, A 

ev'. ry joy— that giads our sphere Hath still some sha- dow hov- ring near. In 
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ject the weeds and keep 
stock of light still rea 
this new world of ours, 



the flowers, What a heav'n on earth we'd 
dy there, When- eer thy wish to^ 

my dear. Such sha-dowswiU all be o 
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make 
use 
mit - 



it! So brif^fat a dwelling- shquld 

it; So, in this ^^-orld I'd 

- tedi Un - less the}''re like that 
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be Qur own^ So 

make tor thee, Our 
grace - f ul one, Which 
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war- ran - ted free from sigh or frown, That an - gels soon would be 

hearts should all like fire - flies be, And the flush of wit or 

when thou'rt dan - cing in the sun, Still near thee, leaves a 




com - ing down, B>' the week or month to take it. 

po •- e - sy Break forth when-e'er we choose it. 

charm' up- on Each spot where it hath flit - ted! 
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THE WINE - CUP IS CIRCLING. 

(AIR. MICHAEL HOY.) 



Alhi Mama. 



VOICE 



PIANO. 





wine - cup is cir - clini? in Aim - bin's 

min - strels have seized tLeir barps bf 



ball^ And its 
gold, And tbey 





Chief, 'mid bis her - oes re . clin . iniBf, 
sing; such tbril . linjB^ num-bers. 



Looks up, with a sifi^b, to the 
'Tis like the voice of the 
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tro - phied 
brave of 



wall, Where his 
old/ Break . ing 



,8Word hang^ id - - ly 

£ocrth froih their place of 




shin - ing. When^ hkrkl that shout From the vale with. out, -'^^Arm ye 

&lum - bers! Spear to buck - ler rang. As the Min - strels ^ang, And the 
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quick, the Dane, the Dane is nighl'^ Ev*- ry Chief starts up from his 

Sun - burst o'er them float - ed wide^ While re- mem- tfring the ydce which their 
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foim - ing- cup, And ''to bat-tie, on to bat-tlel^' is the Fin . ian's try. 
fa - thers broke, ''On for li-ber-ty, for li- her- tvl'' the Fin. ians cried. 
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Northmen came,6er th<' val - ley of Alm-hin lowVingj While on -wardmoved,in the 
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light of its fiime, That banner of E - rin, tawr. ingWith the mingling shock Ring 





cliff and rock, While, rank on rank, the in - va - ders die: And the 
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shout that last o'er the dy - ing pas^d,Was *Vi-ctoryI Vi-ctorv^The FinianWy! 
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THE DREAM OF THOSE DAYS. 

(AIR. I LOVE YOU ABOVE ALL THE REST-) 

Andante. 



M7 



VOICE 




dream of those iays when first I suiijj: thee is o'er, The triumph hath stainM the 
is it that Slav'- ry sunk so deep in thy heart, That still the dark hand is 
Li-bertys steep by Truth and E - loqnence led, With eyes on h^r tem-ple 
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charm thy sor-rows then worej And 
there, the? chain-less thou art; And 
fix'd, how.prou)! waslhy tread I Ah, 



e^ of the light which Hope once shed o«^r thy 
freedom'ssweet fruit for ^iiich the spi- rit long 
bet-ter thou ncfer hadst lived that summit to 
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chains, A - las, not a gleam 
burnd, Now, reaching at last 
gain, Or died in the porch, 



to grace thy freedom re - mains, 
thy lip, to a-shes hath turrid? 
than thus dis . honour the fane . 
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FROM THIS HOUR THE PLEDGE IS GIVEN. 

(AIB. RENARDINB.) 



VOICE. 



PIANO.< 



Allegretto. 
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1. Prom this, hour thepled^is p:i - veu, From this hour my soul is 

2. The? the sea where thou em - bark-est, Of - fers now a friend- ly 
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thine J Come what will, frrjm earth or hea - 

shore; Light may come where all looks dark 



ven, Weal or 
est, Hope hath 
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woe, thy fate be 
life, when life seems 



mine, 
o'er. 



WTien the prond and great stood 
And of those past a - ges 
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by theCj Note 'dared ' thy right to spurn ; 

dream - injf, When, {flo - - ry ded^d thy brow, 
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now tbe/re false and 
fond . - ly think, tW 



thee, Shall 



I, too, base 
falln and clou 
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turn? 
now, 



No, 
ThQiflt 



what - e*i'r 
a • gain 



the fir^H that 
break forth all 



try. 
beam 



thee, In the 
in^, None ao 




rail. 




same this heart shall bam. 
bright,so blest as thon. 
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SILENCE IS IN OUR FESTAL HALLS. 

(AIR. THE GREEiN WOODS OF TRUIGHA.) 



Lento assai. 



VOICE. 
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1. Silence* is fn onr 

2. Yet, atonrfe^rtBthy 



PIANO, 
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fcs - tal halls, Swoot Sou of Song! thy course is 
spi - rit lon;<, A- - uiikiHl hy mu - sio's spell, shall 



Jer ', 
rise; 
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,Tn vain ou thee sad E - rin calls, Her minstrel's voice re- spends no 

For, name so linWd with death - loss son^ Par - takes its charm and ne - ver 
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more-, 
dies ; 



All 
And 



silent as 
evnwith-in 



tt)j<EjD - lian 
the ho - ly 



shell 
fane, 



Sleeps 
When 



mu - 



-at 
sic 





dose of some bright day, . When the sweet breeze, that waked its swell At 
wafts the soul to heavn, Onethowhtto him, whose ear- liest strain Was 





sun-uy mom,hath died a - t^'ay. 
echoed there, shall lon^ be giv'n . 




3 The following versei* can 
Hut, where is now the cheerful day, 

The social nif^ht, when, by thy side, 
He, wha now weaves this parting^ lay, 

His skillessvoice with thine allied; 
And sunjr those sonja^s whose every tone, 

When bard and minstrel long have past. 
Shall still, in sweetness all their own, 

Emb.ilnfd by fame, undying^ laiit. 



be hung if dcbired : 4. 

Yes, Erin, thine alone the fame .^ 

Or, if thy bard have shared the crown, 
From thee the borrow'd glory came, 
And at thy feet is now laid down. 
Enough, if Freedom still inspire 
' His latest song, and still there be, 
As cv'nin;C closes round his lyre, 
One ray upon its cht)rds from thee. 
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